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AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 



The Author of the following simple pages feels that 
an apology is due for offering them to an English 
reader. It was originally intended that this little 
book should be published only in the Bengalee lan- 
guage, in the hope that, in some instances at least, it 
might penetrate the walls of the Hindu Zenana, and 
be the means of presenting the truth to its secluded 
inmates in a simple and attractive form. Nor is 
this hope abandoned. Life and health being spared, 
the next work of the AuthicSr shall be to clothe it in 
a suitable oriental dre^, aiid send it forth on its 
humble mission of love io tlie'hative ladies of India. 
The writer, well aware of the law of human nature 
by which the familiar and the known are invested 
with peculiar interest, has endeavoured to draw a 
faithful picture of Indian life, which they should 
recognise, and in which they might claim special 
property. She has sought to lead her readers among 
their own rich meadows ; to guide them through their 
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own groves of date and acacia trees; to sail with 
them on their, own majestic Granges ; and rest with 
them beneath the cool shade of their own giant 
tamarinds and banians. 

It was then suggested that what was interesting to 
a Hindu mind from its power of association might 
prove interesting to an English mind in the way of 
information ; and it is with this view that this little 
book is presented to the public in an English dress. 
Eastern Tales and Indian Eomances have adorned 
our Drawing-room Albums for the last half century, 
describing incidents which never could have hap- 
pened. But now that the more thinking portion of 
the English community are desirous of learning the 
real position of social life in the East, should her 
little work at all contribute the desired information, 
the Author will be highly gratified. 

In penetrating into the secret recesses of a Hindu 
home, and lifting the veil of the Zenana, the writer is 
aware she is treading on dangerous ground. Never- 
theless she feels humbly confident that her little work 
contains no glaring errors respecting Hindu life and 
manners. Unusual opportunities of direct inter- 
course with native families, the careful sifting of 
information supplied, and the kind aid of two native 
gentlemen who have examined these pages, afibrd 
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some guarantee that her descriptions are in the main 
correct The Christian scenes in the book are drawn 
from life.- 

It is to Christians that the Author would affec- 
tionately inscribe this English Edition of her little 
work, earnestly begging them to join with her in 
the prayer, that, though humble, it may receive the 
Divine blessing ; may extend the interest felt in the 
evangelisation of India ; and may especially promote 
the lasting welfare of the despised, the ignorant, but 
still the meek, the gentle, the loving Hindu Woman. 

H. C. M. 



It has long been known that before this little book 
was quite completed, the hand of the writer was 
stayed by the grasp of death. Very suddenly, in 
the prime of life and in the midst of unusual useful- 
ness, she was called to the " better country," for 
which she ever longed. Not soon will the shock of 
her unexpected removal be forgotten by the Chris- 
tian community of Calcutta, who held her in high 
regard. The very last act of her public life was the 
commencement of the Seventh Chapter of this book. 
So far the work is her own. The remaining Chapters 
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have been filled up from her outlines by two ladies 
of her family. Many circumstances have contributed 
to delay the publication of the work till now, espe- 
cially the necessity of careful editing ; but it is hoped 
that the Bengalee translation, already commenced, 
may soon follow the English original. The Editor 
confidently anticipates, as the judgment of those well 
acquainted with Indian Christian literature, that no 
work has yet appeared so adapted to the special end 
it has in view, and so fitted to commend Christian 
truth to the educated young men of Bengal and to 
the members of their families. 

Calcutta, February 1, 1865. 
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FAITH AND VICTORY. 



CHAPTER FIRST. 

Years ago one of the early Christian missionaries to 
India stood upon the barren sands of Saugor Island, 
preaching the everlasting gospel to numbers of blind 
idolaters. The spot was sterile in the extreme, yet 
thousands were congregated there. They had left 
their homes in the depth of our Indian winter ; deli- 
cate females and tender babes had been exposed in 
open boats to the damp chills of a season which to 
them is peculiarly trying. Many had spent their 
Uttle all, and were now starving. Here was a man 
dying, unnoticed and alone ; while the wild vulture 
was greedily watching . the extinction of the last 
spark of life in his feeble frame to make him the 
prey of her own hxmgry brood. There again, was 
raised a funeral pile, and as the sons set fire to the 
corpse of her who had given them birth, they rejoiced 
over her good fortune in dying at that sacred spot on 
that sacred day, and spoke of her soul as having 
" passed into the heavens." The harsh monotonous 
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2 THE SAUGOE FAIR. 

sound of the conch-shell, the wailing of the pilgrim 
women, and the loud din of barbarous music, rent the 
air. Near to the rude, insignificant temple were seea 
numbers of women hastening towards a filthy stag- 
nant pond. They plunged to the bottom of the 
muddy pool, for it was only three feet in depth, and 
brought up pebbles, or little pieces of brick. These 
they preserved as the most precious relics, for they 
fancied they would confer upon them the blessing of 
children ! Truly " the god of this world hath blinded 
the minds of them which believe not." 

The beach was crowded with bgats of every shape 
and form, some of them containing more than fifty 
men and women, and the barren sands, which showed 
one mass of human heads, were covered with long 
lines of temporary booths. They were erected of the 
frailest materials, of matting and bamboo, ornamented 
with flaunting flags of scarlet and gold; but the 
richness of their contents formed a matter of surprise 
to the casual spectator. Everything was to be pro- 
cured there, from the most costly Persian satins to 
the conmion smoking pipe of the Bengalee, ingeniously 
carved out of a cocoa-nut shell ; and everything pur- 
chased in those booths' was precious, for it was a 
mela or religious fair that we describe. That such 
festivities should be celebrated on such a spot, amidst 
the haunts of tigers, and where the feet of man never 
tread, may well astonish all but those who are ac- 
quainted with the strange vagaries of Hinduism ; for, 
excepting on the three days in January when the fair 
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is held, nothing is to be seen the whole year round, 
but the broad sea in the distance and the dense 
jungle above the shore. The locality of the fair owes 
its origin to a far-famed occurrence in Hindu story, 
an event, indeed, (if we may believe the Hindu sages,) 
far more ancient than the records of all history, 
sacred or profane, and thus it has become a work of 
great merit to visit the spot at the appointed season, 
and bathe in the consecrated waters. 

It seems that in days of yore, according to the 
Bamayan, there lived a king named Sogor, the fame 
of whose holy acts, particularly his austerities and 
liberality to the brahmins, filled the three worlds, 
Heaven, Earth, and Fatal, or the infernal regions. 
This king had no children, which was a source of 
great grief to him. Children were, however, bestowed 
on him in a most extraordinary manner. 

After the king had been engaged in fervent prayer 
for the desired blessing in the midst of a lonely forest, 
Siva appeared to him, and promised that sixty thou- 
sands sons should be bom in his house. The de- 
lighted sovereign returned home with a heart full of 
gratitude. His principal wife, Kesuri, soon gave 
birth to a lovely boy, who was named Ossomonjo. 
The other wife, Sumoti, was also brought to bed, 
but instead of a son, she brought forth a pumpkin I 
The enraged king, disappointed and vexed, poured 
forth the loudest imprecations against Siva, and at 
the same time broke the pumpkin into a hundred 
pieces, when lo ! sixty thousand little sons, each the 
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size of a mustard seed, burst upon his astonished 
view I The now delighted father went off in search 
of food for his numerous progeny, and returning with 
sixty thousand pitchers of milk, he soon pacified their 
cries of hunger. As each little baby partook of the 
milk, it became the size of an ordinary child ; and at 
six months old, the sixty thousand boys were all able 
to crawl towards their father, whenever he clapped 
his hands for them. 

In the midst of all their happiness, however, the 
sage Beshai predicted that no one of them would be 
immortal, but, on the contrary, that they would be 
extremely short-lived; and this prediction was soon 
fulfiUed. 

Sogor was an ambitious monarch. Though he had 
attained a great name, and had received distinguished 
gifts from the gods, he sighed for stiU greater honours. 
True, indeed, he had already surpassed most mortals 
in power, splendour, and progeny, and in fact in the 
enjoyment of all the pleasures which ordinary men 
covet ; but there was one distinction to which he had 
not yet attained, and that was, to be numbered 
amongst the gods themselves and to ascend the throne 
of Indra, the king of heaven. 

There was one, and but one method, accordmg to 
Hindu tradition, whereby this gr^test of honours 
might be obtained, and that was by performing suc- 
cessively a hundred times, and at regular intervals, 
the AswamedJia or sacrifice of the horse. Sogor, how- 
ever, resolved to perform it. Indra, although ever 



THE HOBSE IS STOLEN. 5 

deKghted with the devotion of mortals, was naturally 
jealous of his own prerogatives, and hence made it a 
matter of especial care to prevent any mortal attain- 
ing to that state of perfection, in virtue of which he 
might displace him from the sovereignty of the skies. 
Indra was therefore always on the alert to prevent 
the A^amedJwL or horBe-sacrifice ; and therefore, as 
we may well suppose, few ever succeeded in perform- 
ing it. According to the rules of this important 
ceremony, it was necessary to tie up the horse to be 
sacrificed in a solitary place in the midst of some 
lonely forest on the night previous to his immolation, 
and to keep strict watch, to defend him from the 
attacks of enemies, visible and invisible. We need 
hardly say that the emissaries of Indra were sure to 
be among the nmnber of the latter. But notwith- 
standing their supernatural powers and great vigi- 
lance, king Sogor succeeded in performing the sacri- 
fice ninety-nine times. At length full of hope, and 
confident of success, he attempted the sacrifice for the 
hundredth and last time. But alas I whilst the devout 
king watched with painful anxiety, amid solitary wilds, 
his devoted steed, whose immolation on the morrow 
was to raise him to the empire of the skies, the con- 
secrated animal, to his dismay and astonishment, 
disappeared as if by magic. There was no mistaking 
the thief ; and Indra, it may easily be conceived, came 
in for a large share of the curses and imprecations 
poured forth hT the disappointed king. 

But the consecrated horse must be found, for not 
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another could be used in his place, and where to find 
him wafl the great task. The powerful sovereign was 
not to be thwarted, and who so fit to be employed in 
the search as his own sixty thousand sons? The 
young men entered eagerly into the design of their 
sire, and with filial devotedness, consecrated them- 
selves to the task of finding the stolen steed. With 
this view they divided themselves into several bands, 
they travelled long and far ; no nook, no comer of 
the world was left xmsearched. At last, by some 
strange accident, they all met on Saugor island, on 
the neck of land where at present stands the temple 
of Kupil Muni. As they approached the spot, they 
beheld the sajge Kupil wholly absorbed in his devo- 
tions ; so intent was he that he took not the least 
notice of the young men. But to their astonishment, 
they saw the long looked for animal tied to a tree in 
the thicket hard by. Wearied with travel, and vexed 
with disappointment, they were enraged at the sup- 
posed treachery and hypocrisy of the sage, and ima- 
gining him to be the thief, they set to with hearty 
good-will and gave the poor Muni a severe beating. 
The word of a Hindu devotee in those days was 
much stronger than even the cudgels of sixty thou- 
sand sturdy youths ; enraged, therefore, at being in- 
terrupted in the midst of his devotions, (though car- 
ing nothing for the pain of the beating,) he cursed 
his assailants, and in a moment they became a heap 
of ashes, whilst their spirits descended unto the infer- 
nal regions. 
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Hearing of the calamity that had befallen his sons, 
the king became as anxious about them as he had 
formerly been about his horse, and therefore he ap- 
plied to the Muni, explained the mistake, and implored 
his forgiveness and assistance in order to recover his 
sons. It was found that the placing of the horse 
beside the sage was a trick of the cowardly Indra's. 
The search had become so close that the god began 
to fear that the horse might be found in his posses- 
sion, and despairing of being able to retain him 
against such odds, he contrived surreptitiously to 
place him beside the Muni while at his devotions, 
so that when the young men should find him there, 
they might lay violent hands on the sage, and suffer 
the consequences of their temerity. The Muni was 
moved at the distress of the bereaved king, and pro- 
mised to assist him in their deliverance. There 
was only one way of accomplishing this end, and 
that was by bringing the Ganges down from heaven 
and leading it into the infernal regions. This task 
must be accomplished by Sogor, or one of his de- 
scendants. 

It was attempted, but without success, by many. 
At last Bhogiratii, a member of Soger's family, suc- 
ceeded with the aid of Vishnu in persuading Gunga 
to descend to the Himalaya. She came down very 
unwillingly, fearing that after she had been the sal- 
vation of miUions of sinfiil beings, there would be no 
one found able to restore her to heaven. Vishnu 
promised that he would do it, if she would only 
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descend and deliver Soger's sixty thousand sons. 
Gunga then quietly followed Bhogirath. She reached 
the Himalaya, and descended ; thence she passed on to 
Hurdwar and to numerous other places, which she 
has made famous. But on the way she met with 
several adventures. At one time she was shut up in 
a cave for twelve years, and was finally delivered by 
Oiraboto, Indra's elephant, who cleft the rock in 
sunder with his tusks. At another, Siva detained 
her in his locks for the same number of years ; but 
when Bhogirath became impatient for the deliverance 
of his ancestors, Mohesh tore open the matted hair of 
Siva, and let Gimga out. This occurred at Hurdwar, 
and the Eamayan has it : — 

" Horidware je ba nor snan dan kor^. 
Tar punyer sima Brumha balite na pare." 

" The man that bathes and gives alms at Hurd- 
war, Brumha himself cannot fix boimds to the merit 
that man attains.'' 

The many other places where the sacred stream 
lodged in her downward progress are also esteemed 
holy, but some are more famous as places of pilgrim- 
age than others. At length after sixty thousand 
years spent in this seaward progress, during which 
time Bhogirath faithfully attended her, the Eiver- 
Goddess reached Saugor point, descended there into 
the infernal regions, and delivered Soger's sons, who 
immediately ascended up to heaven. The delighted 
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Bhogirath, on witnessing this consummation of his 
wishes, danced about, and was most profuse in his 
expressions of gratitude to Gunga. She was much 
gratified, and dismissed him with her blessing, telling 
him that while she intended to mingle with the ocean, 
she hoped he would return to his kingdom and enjoy 
it long. He did so ; but after having had the com- 
panionship of Gunga, whom he caUed his mother, for 
so long a period, he felt dissatisfied with all earthly 
pomp and pleasure, and at length leaving his do- 
minions to his son Sudas, he built a small cottage 
near his beloved mother, the sacred stream, and lived 
in sweet intercourse with her, till death came to con- 
vey him to the regions of the blest. 

Such is the history, according to Hindu mythology, 
of the Eiver Ganges. We have entered into it thus 
fully, not only in order to introduce our readers to 
the locality of the religious fair with which this story 
opens, but because the river itself is one of the most 
sacred objects of a Hindu's worship, and references 
to it must frequently occur in the course of the follow- 
ing narrative. Saugor point being the place where 
the sacred river falls into the sea, it has become one 
of the holiest acts of Hindu superstition to bathe in 
the heaven-descended waters. The Bamayan says : — 

" Moha tirtho hoilo, s^ sagor songom 
Tahate jotek pxmyo k^ kore se krom ? 
Je gonga sagore nor snan dan kore, 
Sorbo pape mukto hoiya jay sworgo pure." 
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" The junction of the sea and river has become a 

great place of pilgrimage ; ' 
Who can describe the holiness that pervades its 

waters ? 
The man that gives ahns and bathes in its holy 

stream 
Will be delivered jfrom all sin and have his 

dwelling in the city of Grod/' 

The Mela, or bathing festival, is kept annually here, 
generally from about the eleventh to the fourteenth 
of January, when pilgrims and devotees may be seen 
assembling from all parts of the country. The 
gathering together of such a number of people, of all 
classes and ranks, jfrom aU parts of Bengal, Behar, 
Madras, and Burmah, with visitors from the Punjab 
and Nepal, affords a fit opportunity to Christian 
missionaries of fulfilling their peculiar commission of 
preaching the gospel to the people and distributing 
tracts. It was at this place, and on one of these 
occasions, that our missionary has been first intro- 
duced to our readers. 

As he wandered amid the vast crowd, and saw 
them wholly given to idolatry, his soul was fiUed 
with deepest melancholy. God was dishonoured; 
and as he stood on that secluded islet, as a herald of 
the Most High, he felt the fearftd responsibility that 
was laid on him. He spoke, therefore, as a dying 
man to dying men; with every word that dropped 
from his lips, his eyes looked upward for Heaven's 
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blessing ; with every Christian tract or book he gave 
away, he breathed a fervent prayer that God's word 
might not return unto Him void, but that it might 
accomplish that which He pleased, and might prosper 
in the heart of every man that received it. He spoke 
first to one, and then to another, of Jesus' love to 
perishing sinners ; but in return for his aflfectionate 
entreaty, the enraged idolaters declined to listen. 
They threw dirt and stones in his face ; he was beaten 
and reviled ; till at last worn out and dispirited, he 
closed his book and walked away in silence. The 
heathen triumphed in their signal victory ; they did 
not know the powerful, though silent, weapon which 
that man of God was wielding against their ancient 
superstition as he turned away from them and wept. 
They did not hear him exclaim — " Let God arise, let 
His enemies be scattered." They did not hear him 
wrestling with the Father for the fulfilment of His 
promise to His beloved Son — " Ask of me, and I 
shall give thee the heathen for Thine inheritance, 
and the uttermost parts of the earth for Thy posses- 
sion." But He that sitteth in the heavens did hear it, 
and even then He had prepared a blessing which was 
about to descend on His servant's labour of love, 
although that faithful servant knew not of it until he 
had sat down with Abraham and Isaac and Jacob in 
the kingdom of his Master. 

As the missionary walked along, his attention was 
attracted by an interesting little group, and he could 
not help following them as they entered the modem 
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temple of Kapil Muni. This was a small sized qoad- 
miijfular building, about two hundred yards inshore, 
contemptible in its outward appearance, and very 
interior to the original structure, the foundations of 
which plainly show (although the temple itself has 
long since been washed away by the sea) that it was 
u building of considerable size. The little party that 
now entered consisted of a brahniin lady and her two 
«ons ; one was a beautiful boy, about twelve years old, 
and tlio other, an infant, a few months old. Two 
feiiudu servimts followed, who, as well as the mother, 
were weeping bitterly. After prostrating themselveB 
throe times in front of the temple, the lady and her 
eliildn'u mado tlieir way to the Mohonfo, or high 
priest, who was seated a little behind a rude stone 
figure of tlio sage Kupila. On one side of him was a 
n'pn.mnitation of the stolen horse carved in red-sand- 
Htono, and till around wae the images of Hanuman, 
the monkey-^xl, and other deities of inferior note. 
Ah tho braluuinee approached the high priest, she 
pn'sentnl him with a gold mohur, on a beautiful 
inusliu handkerchief embroidered with mlver; the 
elder boy in his turn laid at his feet several yards of 
the finest silk, and thai the mother's trembling hand 
held open Hiat of her babe, while the avaricious priest 
took ln>m the unoonsLidUs child the silver bells, which 
till uow had adi*med hi.* little feet This rite (which 
) afford e-xquihite delight to the Mohonto) 
<d, he <.lismisaed them with his blessing, 
group wended thdr way witii 
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lionsands of others to the principal bathing place, 

ituated at the southern extremity of the fair. Here 

"ur priests joined the party. At the sight of them 

he brahminee uttered a loud shriek, and fell sense- 

v^s on the cold ground ; but she was supported by 

T female attendants, and literally carried to the 

iter's edge. Here a great crowd was assembled. 

'le chief brahmin then took the lovely infant from 

arms of its elder brother, anointed its little body 

ih oil, vermilion, and saffron, dressed it in red and 

low muslin, and then began to utter over its de- 

•d head numerous charms and incantations. 

)ur missionary looked on with most painful anxiety. 

.' idea of the horrid crime they were about to per- 

ate had just flashed across his mind with the most 

I reality, and he determined, in God's strength, 

'■event the cruel sacrifice, if in any way it lay in 

!»ower. He knew that the Marquis Wellesley, 

fovemor-General of India, had, during the pre- 

. month of August, enacted a regulation which 

licted the drowning of children at Saugor, under 

everest penalties ; but the law had never yet 

enforced, and for him single-handed to insist on 

defiance of the priests and of the vulgar crowd 

were standing round in eager expectation of 

able to gloat their eyes on this rather uncom- 

s^pectacle, would have been madness itself. But 

■ a he remembered that somewhere in the fair must 

K'^tie body of armed sepoys which the Gt)vemment 

^ nt to the island for the prevention of this species 
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of infanticide. The idea then flashed on his mind 
that they might arrive too late ; that ere he could 
retmn, the chUd might already be in the jaws of 
some hungry alligator. But these conflicting emo- 
tions brought no delay. Trusting in God, and ear- 
nestly praying that something might occur to delay 
the ceremony, the good missionary rushed away in 
search of the men who alone, he felt, had power to 
save the child. 

In the meantime the baby, having been prepared 
for the sacrifice, the brahmin priests tried to rouse 
the insensible mother. She at length opened her 
eyes; but the instant she felt what was going for- 
ward, she sank back, exclaiming, " Is there nothing 
that can save my chUd ?" " No," said the brahmin, 
who expected the largest fee for performing the inhu- 
man rite, " No ; you have vowed to give him up, and 
your vow must be performed ; but the gods require a 
willing sacrifice. Do you consent ? Say so, and I 
let the goddess take her own." " No, no," exclaimed 
the agonised mother, " I do not consent. If I fail to 
perform my vow, I can only be accurst ; let then the 
curse alight ; death itself is preferable to this 1 " 

" Yes,'' said the enraged priest, " the curse shall 
alight indeed, not on you, however, but on that lad 
there," pointing to her elder boy ; "it shall alight on 
the apple of your eye, on the darling of your heart, 
to save whose life you made this vow, and now you 
dare to retract it ! Woman, know that the goddess 
Gunga hast curst you ; that I have cursed you ; and 
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that unlei^s you make the promised sacrifice, you shall 

return home on the morrow, taking your worthless 

infant with you, it is true, but leaving the ashes of 

your noble boy, the stay of your house, smouldering 

on their funeral pyre. Woman, do you still refuse? " 

But no answer was returned ; agony prevented the 

utterance of words. " Then wave your hand, in 

token that I may throw your babe into the sea, if you 

cannot speak," said the impatient brahmin. The 

desired signal was given, and the people raised a 

shout of victory. The priest then, taking the child 

in his arm9, repeated the following dedication : — 

" Last year, great Gunga, the mother of this babe, 

then unborn, vowed that she would give it thee if 

thou wouldst cure her eldest son of the dangerous iQ- 

ness with which he was afflicted. This thou didst 

do, and now she has brought thee her infant. Take 

it ; it is thine." The babe was thrown ; one Uttle 

splash was heard ; but the next instant the mother 

had it safe on her bosom once more 1 Frantic with 

grief, she had plunged in and rescued it. " No, no, 

Gunga shall not have him," she cried. " I was mad, 

quite mad, when I made that vow. I thought that 

my child would have been a daughter. K it had 

been so, perhaps I could have given it up ; but a boy ! 

no, never. I cannot see my baby boy drowned before 

my eyes." Again the brahmin menaced her more 

severely than before ; again (for superstition was 

strong within her, as well as maternal love) she was 

induced to yield, when at that critical moment, just 
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as the priest was in the act of throwing the babe for 
the second time into the sea, his arm was arrested by 
the missionary; while the foremost of the band of 
sepoys, who had followed him in breathless haste, 
struck the wicked man a severe blow on the head for 
daring to commit the unnatural murder, after he had 
heard the proclamation forbidding it. The intimi- 
dated priest got off as well as he could ; the crowd 
fled after him, and soon the missionary, the sepoys, 
and the now rejoicing family were left alone. The 
poor mother fell at the feet of the missionary, whose 
very touch at any other time she would have con- 
sidered pollution, and almost worshipped him. 
" Thank you, thank you a thousand times, sir," she 
exclaimed ; " you have delivered my darling ; you 
have made his mother's heart rejoice. Oh, how could 
I have lived without my baby. I can do nothing for 
you, sir ; but the God of the universe will reward you. 
I will continually pray to our deities to send you their 
blessing. You shall have seven sons; your riches 
shall increase ; your honour shall increase ; you shall 
have an inkstand of gold, and write with a pen of 
pure silver." 

But at that instant a shade of anxious sadness 
passed over the face of the half rejoicing, half trem- 
bling woman, while she timidly turned to the sepoys, 
and said : — " I had for the moment forgotten the 
brahmin's curse. Must I indeed leave my Mohen- 
dro, my first born, here on this barren island, burn- 
ing on his funeral pyre, as the priest predicted 1 Oh, 
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wretched mother that I am, is there no way of savmg 
one child without sacrificing the other?" 

The sepoys, themselves Hindus, were quite moved 
at her grief-stricken countenance. " No, no," they 
exclaimed, " Mohendro will not die. You have con- 
sented to perform your vow, but we forcibly prevented 
you. If, then, Gunga be so revengeful, which, indeed, 
we cannot believe, then her curse will alight on us, 
not on you or yours." 

A gleam of hope lighted up the bewildered features 
of the mother, while she said to her female attend- 
ants, " Come, Dasee and Tara, let us go to our boat, 
and leave this horrible place at once. The gods grant 
that I may never see it again." " Oh, -lady," answered 
the women, " do not talk so ; it is a holy place ; 
have not the Shastres said so ? Ketract your saying, 
lady; retract it, or our boat will perish in the waters; 
the gods will never let us reach home in safety." 

"Well," said the brahminee, "may they forgive 
me for my hasty language. I meant no ill to them, 
but no one can tell what I have suffered at this holy 
place; and ah, women, if you were shocked at my. 
wishing never to return here, what would you say to 
a dreadful, dreadful thought which I had concerning 
our goddess, a thought that would force itself upon 
me when the brahmin declared that she would destroy 
Mohendro if I did not give up to her my darling little 
Kajendro. But I will not pollute your minds with 
the impiety of that thought. No mortal ear shall ever 

B 
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hear it, but I will atone for it by fastings, and prayers, 
and gifts." 

The party took a kindly leave of each other ; but 
as the mother with her children wended her way to 
the place where they had left their boat, a sudden 
thought flashed across the mind of the missionary ; it 
seemed almost to come to him with the force of inspi- 
ration. " Stop, Mohendro, stop," said he, " here is a 
book for you ; will you promise not to destroy it, and 
to read it when you are able?" The missionary 
handed to him his own copy of the Bengalee New 
Testament, which had been printed at Serampore 
only two years before, and which bore on the title- 
page a name well known as that of one of the pioneers 
of the great missionary enterprise in India. 

But the boy shrank from it, as from a polluted 
thing, and looked to his mother for counsel. " Take 
it, Mohendro," she said, " take it, will you offend the 
Sahib after he has saved your brother's life? But 
sir," she exclaimed, turning to the missionary, " I 
know his father will not let him read any Christian 
book ; however, one thing I can promise, that for your 
sake it shall never be destroyed.'' 

" Thanks for that promise at least," said the man 
of Grod, " but if you only knew what it contained, how 
you would delight that your children should read it. 
It tells of a sinless Being, Jesus Christ, who has 
made atonement for the sins of the whole world by 
shedding His own precious blood and bearing the 
penalty of sin, which is death. Oh, if you trusted in 
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Him, and reKed on Him alone, for the forgiveness of 
all your transgressions, you would not need to come 
here to bathe in these waters ; they do not purify your 
soul. Our God is a Sea of Love, and rather than 
sinful men should perish in the vain endeavour to 
work out their own salvation, He sent His own Son 
to die for them, the just for the unjust. The God 
described in this book would never have asked your 
baby of you, for the whole earth is His, and the ful- 
ness thereof. He wants your heart alone. If with 
your whole heart alone you love and trust Him, you 
are saved eternally.'' These words sounded strangely 
in the ears of the brahmin woman, and were strongly 
impressed on her memory ; though so ignorant was 
she of anything beyond her own system of cruelty and 
superstition ftat they failed to convey any meaning 
to her mind, yet she thought over them, repeated 
them to herseK, and seemed perplexed, till at last, 
turning suddenly to the missionary, she hastily bade 
him good-bye, saying, "Oh, sir, I should not be 
listening to such words as yours. What would 
Mohendro's father say if he knew that I had been 
giving ear to them even for a single moment ?" And 
the woman went her way. 

What good had been done ? A little precious seed 
sown, and one copy of the sacred Scriptures bestowed 
on individuals who would not even promise to peruse 
its life-giving truths ; a copy of the sacred Scriptures 
bestowed, merely to become a part of household rub- 
bish, to be disregarded and condemned! At the 
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present time such a result would be sufficiently dis- 
couraging ; but the time of ,which we write was the 
day of small things, and the missionary retmned to 
his boat, with a heart filled with gratitude to God, for 
having enabled him to be the means of introducing 
into the family of a Hindu priest even a single copy 
of the word that maketh wise imto salvation. 

The mother with her children proceeded towards 
their home, which they reached, after journeying five 
days. The brahminee looked forward to meeting her 
lord with a strange mixture of joy and fear. At one 
time she trembled lest he should spurn her from his 
presence, as an impious, or at best a weak-minded 
creature, lacking courage to perform a solemn vow, 
which yet she had had the hardihood to make. At 
another time, she would fain believe that his better 
nature would prevail ; that his paternal feelings would 
come to her aid, and that she would be freely forgiven. 
With an anxious heart, therefore, she entered the 
house, having taken care to conceal her sleeping child 
in the folds of her muslin drapery, in order that she 
might judge how and at what time it might be best 
to reveal to her husband-lord the haK sad, half joyous 
secret, that he was the father of a living babe still. 
But the precaution was unnecessary. The old brahmin 
was engaged in performing his noon-devotions, during 
which time his wife and servants well knew he never 
suffered them to interrupt him. He had finished the 
Siva worship, and had just begun his auhik or invoca- 
tion of household gods, when he overheard Mohendro 
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telling an old nurse of the wonderful things he had seen 
at the Saugor fair. The austere priest was a man 
after all, and it was therefore not surprising that he 
hurried through the concluding prayers and went 
hastily into his wife's apartment to learn the actual 
fate of their darling. His wife met him with a calm, 
almost smiling face, which evidently puzzled him. 

" And so," he exclaimed, " Gunga has taken our 
babe I Oh ! Mohendro's mother, how can you stand 
there and look so calm after having committed your 
child to the deep. Well, the gods be praised for so 
supporting you. They have not been equally gracious 
to me. Miserable, very miserable have I been for the 
last ten days. Do you know that twice I sent mes- 
sengers after you with a bag of five thousand rupees 
(£500,) to request you to bring back the child and 
to give away the money instead, that so the goddess 
might be appeased? But twice I recalled them, 
thinking that our house would be accurst for ever if 
we refused what we had vowed. Yes, it is better as 
it is. I am glad that you have given him up," 
exclaimed the weeping brahmin, "for the wrath of 
the gods is a fearful thing ; but oh I Mohendro's 
mother, I cannot love you the more for wearing this 
calm, nay cheerful countenance ; it seems so cold, so 
unnatural, that I shrink from meeting your gaze; 
how is it, woman, speak V 

The moment had arrived when her sUence must be 
broken ; when her secret must be revealed ; and she 
fell at the feet of her husband, exclaiming, " Oh, if 
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he had been sacrificed, do you think I could have 
lived to tell the tale ? No, no, our baby is not dead, 
I have brought him back, he sleeps peacefully in his 
cradle." "How I" said the trembling father, "and 
the curse ! Were you not afraid of the curse ? It 
will surely alight ; Oh 1 woman, woman, what have 
you done ?" 

" Pause one moment ere you condemn me,'' urged 
his wife, and then she related to him all the circum- 
stances connected with the rescue of her darling from 
a watery grave, save only her conversation with the 
missionary ; and the father listened with a bounding 
heart and glistening eyes, exclaiming at the end, as 
he rushed into an adjoining apartment to embrace 
the little lost one, " Yes, yes, those sepoys were right, 
Gunga will not visit us with her vengeance." 

Our English Gk>vemment may rejoice in the 
thought that through their instrumentality a scene 
such as the foregoing has long since ceased to blot the 
pages of a family history ; they may rejoice to know 
that Hindu mothers of the present day bless the 
English Grovemment as they throw into the sea at 
Grunga Saugor oflferings of cocoanuts, or of fruit and 
flowers, instead of the children that God has bestowed 
upon them 1 

After Mohendro and the father had partaken of 
their breakfast, a meal which a strict Hindu never 
touches until he has performed his noon Puja and the 
worship of his household god, the old man said to 
his son, " Well, boy, and what have you brought 
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home with you in remembrance of Gunga Saugor ?" 
Mohendro ran off to his mother, who, although faint 
and tired, had waited to begin her breakfast until her 
husband has finished. She was just going to sit 
down to it when her son exclaimed, " Oh 1 mother, 
let me have all the things we brought from Gunga 
Saugor ; father wishes to see them/' The mother, 
forgetting the New Testament, threw her keys to 
Mohendro, saying, " Open the green trunk we took 
with us, and you will find all ; only do not call me 
away to assist you while I am getting my breakfast ; 
I am hungry, and if I once leave my food you know 
it would be unclean, and contrary to the Shastres to 
return to it/' 

The brahminee had carefuUy avoided telling her 
husband about her conversation with the missionary 
and the possession of the New Testament, knowing how 
displeased he would be with her for listening to words 
spoken against their own ancient religion, and more 
especially for polluting her hands with the touch of a 
Christian book. Mohendro, however, now ran to 
him with the Testament among his other treasures. 
** Here, father," he said, " is a little vessel full of 
water taken from the junction of the Ganges and the 
sea ; mother says if we preserve it carefully it will 
bring us many blessmgs. And here are some Bel 
leaves and Hibiscus flowers which I took out of the 
water after they had been offered; and here is a 
beautiful box which mother bought for her jewels ; 
and here is a little silk dress for myself, and a muslin 
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one for you." The boy was going to proceed, when 
the father glancing at the New Testament suddenly 
stopped him, saying, " And there is another Bamayan 
I declare, as if three copies were not sufficient; 
Mohendro,' what made your mother buy that?" 
Mohendro at once remembered that his mother 
wished to conceal the possession of the Testament 
from his father ; he saw his mistake in bringing it 
forward, and with all the tact and shrewd cunning of 
a Bengalee boy, brought up without any regard to 
truth, he immediately said, (at the same time taking 
the book in his own hand to prevent discovery,) 
" Yes, father, it is a Kamayan for uncle ; he gave 
mother the money for it before she went, saying he 
would like to possess a copy bought at the Gunga 
Saugor Mela.'' 

After saying this, away ran Mohendro with the 
book to disclose to his mother his artful stratagem. 
From her he received his due meed of praise, as she 
carefully put the precious volume into a safe place of 
concealment, saying, " Well, come what may, I will 
keep my promise to that good man ; his book shall 
not be destroyed." 

The mother and the son little thought that the 
volume they were preserving with so much care 
would be the means of producing in their own house- 
hold the greatest calamity (in their opinion) that ever 
befell a Hindu family. 



CHAPTEE SECOND. 

• 

More than forty years have passed since the events 
occurred which are related in the preceding chapter. 
We have now to introduce our readers to the same 
dwelling indeed, but to scenes, oh 1 how changed I 
Mohendro's father, the bigoted old brahmin priest, 
has long since gone to his last account. His wife, 
more than thirty years his junior, still lives, and, if 
we except all the privations which, as a widow, she 
must undergo, s^eems to be spending her declining 
days in happiness and quiet. The boy Mohendro 
has, here and there, a white hair on his head ; he is 
now the chief stay of the house, enjoying his ances- 
tral property, and generously supporting with it a 
numerous circle of dependent and indigent relatives. 
Mohendro married in due time, and his wife has 
given birth to four sons and a daughter. Three of 
these young men also, in their turn, have already 
entered the married state ; one is a lad at college, 
and the daughter is a beautiful bright little girl, six 
years of age, the pet of the whole household. 

In character Mohendro very much resembled his 
father. Like him, he was an austere man, and paid 
fully as great a regard to the formulas and require- 
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ments of Hinduism as the old man used to do. The 
fondest wish of his heart was to see his sons imitate 
his example in this one particular at least, veneration 
for the religion of their fathers. But in this matter 
he was doomed to severe disappointment. With the 
exception of his eldest son, Surjo Kumar, none of the 
others paid any regard to the subject. Chondro 
Kumar, the second son, a wild dissipated youth, used 
openly to deride his father's reverence for stocks and 
stones ; and it had even been asserted, though that 
might have been only a rumour, that he had so far de- 
parted from the strict requirements of Hinduism, as 
to eat and drink with other young men of his own 
lax principles that which was forbidden by the 
Shastres. 

Prosonno Kumar, the brother next in age to him- 
seK, was a very different character. Any stranger 
might have marked, in his finely-chiselled, pale, and 
melancholy face, the incipient consumption that was 
preying on his vitals ; but it did not seem to have 
struck him, or any of his family, that he might not 
be long for this world. Of a highly intellectual and 
reflective cast of mind, Prosonno Kumar was deeply 
solicitous on aU subjects connected with religion. He 
had examined the system of Hinduism, as it was 
practised by his father and other brahmins of the old 
school, and had long since rejected it as being a mon- 
strous mixture of puerile absurdities, gross impurity, 
and soul-destroying falsehood. Modem brahmism, 
as inculcated by the teachers of the Brahmo Samaj, 
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proved a far more powerful enemy to his search after 
truth ; he was fascinated by its plausible reasonings 
and curious speculations; it opened to him, as he 
thought, a wide field for argument and philosophical 
research ; he was pleased with its brief code of morals 
and the spirituality of its worship, till, glad in any 
way to escape from Puranic Hinduism, he had eagerly 
professed himseU a brahmist, and commenced, in all 
sincerity of purpose, to endeavour, by prayer, study, 
and meditation, to obtain that knowledge of the 
Supreme Being, which, according to the brahmist 
school, is the only needful way of salvation. Still he 
seemed restless and unhappy. 

Things were in this state when, one fine evening in 
June, Prosonno called to his youngest and favourite 
brother to accompany bim in a walk "Are you 
going to the Samaj, brother?" asked Nobo Kumar, 
when they had got outside the house. 

" No, Nobo," replied Prosonno, " I am going to 
do something which our family would disapprove of, 
and therefore I did not mention it in their presence; 
but I think I may trust you with my secret, — ^may I 
not?'' 

" Oh, yes, brother, that you may," replied the lad ; 
" I will never betray you ; do I not love you better 
than all the world beside ? " 

" Well, then," said Prosonno, " I am going to meet 
the Christian Earn Doyal, with whom we became 
acquainted the other day, and discuss religious ques- 
tions with him. The Bible is to be his standard. I 
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am going armed at all points to fight for brahmism ; 
and Heaven grant that our religion may stand the 
test of truth. But somehow, Nobo, I am disappointed 
in it. It has not imparted to me the happiness I 
sought." 

" Oh, brother I" said the lad, ** that is because you 
have not yet been able wholly to fulfil all the require- 
ments of brahmism. Our cousin told me some time 
since that we ought not to expect rest or peace until 
we can, with a clear conscience, take our rules of faith 
in our hands, and say, all this I have kept." 

" And can he say that, Nobo ?" asked Prosonno. 

" Yes," replied Nobo ; " he says he can." 

" Alas ! then," said his brother, " our views of the 
requirements of our reUgion differ most widely. Is 
not forgiveness constantly inculcated and extolled? 
Is it not said to be * the highest wealth, the excellence 
of the weak, the ornament of the strong ?' And yet, 
did we not hear, the other day, of a most shameful 
quarrel between our cousin and his father-in-law? 
How did he reconcile that with his conscience ? No, 
no, Nobo ; it is more difficult than he thinks for us 
to fulfil a pure moral law; that is the very thing that 
discourages me. I find myself every hour falling 
into sin. But here is Kam Doyal ; let us go into 
the house with him." 

The young men saluted each other courteously, and 
Nobo reluctantly followed. In his own mind he 
wished his brother safe at the Brahma Samaj ; but 
he was too sincerely attached to him either to thwart 
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his wishes or betray his purpose. Earn Doyal imme- 
diately set two seats for his visitors, and after placing 
a bright lamp on the table in their midst, he brought 
his Bible, and sat down with them. 

It was such a meeting as the angels love to look 
upon. Before commencing their deliberations, the 
Christian asked permission to say a few words of 
prayer to the Grod he adored. This request was 
IL^^ coMpUod wft by hi. heaC frie.d. 
Bam Doya[ then stood up, and lifting up his heart to 
heaven, said, " Blessed Foimtain of Wisdom, Light, 
life, and Happiness, do Thou shine into our hearts. 
Teach us Thy whole will. TeU us what is acceptable 
service, and give us grace to follow in the path Thou 
shalt open up to us, that it may lead us to Life 
Eternal. This we ask, not in our own name, but in 
the name of Thy beloved Son, Christ Jesus, who has 
made atonement for our sins." 

Whether the heathen young men at that time en- 
tered into the spirit of this prayer, we cannot tell, but 
in after years, Prosonno often said, that he never 
forgot it. The words so exactly expressed his own 
spiritual want, that afterwards, before opening the 
Bible, or any book on the subject of religion, he used 
involuntarily to employ the language of his Christian 
friend's supplication, " Blessed Fountain of Wisdom, 
Light, Life, and Happiness, shine into my heart." 

On the present occasion he commenced the conver- 
sation by saying : " Well, Kam Doyal, you have been 
a brahmist yourself but gave up your membership ; 
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will you kindly mention a few of your reasons for 
abandoning that religion, and afterwards tell us your 
reasons for embracing Christianity ?" 

" The first and chief cause of my becominff dis- 
satisfied with bralmusm," repUed eL Do^' was 
that in it I found no atonement for sin." 

" But/' said Nobo Kumar, " you must not argue 
as a Christian, Bam Doyal ; you ought to meet us on 
common ground ; we deny altogether the necessity of 
an atonement, at least such a one as cannot be made 
by man himself.'' 

" Well," said Bam Doyal, " we agree on the char- 
acter of God, at least in most points. You say He is 
wisdom, eternity, joy, and goodness personified, the 
fountain of holiness, the punisher of sin. We say the 
same. Now in what light do you suppose this pure 
Being, fountain of holiness and truth, regards all our 
sins and evil deeds ? Do they not deserve His anger ? 
Ought He not, in accordance with His own character 
as the punisher of sin, to reward us according to our 
deserts ? Some instances of sin, though only between 
fellow-creatures, have a real and proper desert of suf- 
fering as a penalty ; this few can deny. Now suppose 
we extend this view to the whole universe, including in 
a due manner its glorious and infinite Sovereign, we 
shall then be at once convinced that His claims on 
the entire affections and devoted obedience of His 
rational creatures are infinitely superior to those of 
an earthly parent, friend, or benefactor ; that a viola- 
tion of those claims produces a proportionate crimin- 
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alily; and that in all justice, any such violation 
deBerves an adequate punishment ; or requires a full 
and perfect satisfaction to the honour and justice of 
the divine government. 

" I do not think either of us will be so unreason- 
able as to deny that we are sinners. Supposing this 
to be granted, the case lies thus : are we able to make 
to God the necessary satisfaction for His broken laws ? 
K not, is there any other Being willing to do so ? 
If there be no such Being, then we must be content 
to suffer just punishment for our offences." 

" But," said Nobo, " I do not see why it is so 
impossible for man to make satisfaction for his sins, 
as you seem to think; can he not do it by medi- 
tating on the divine attributes, by repentance and 
prayer ?" 

" Oh I Nobo," exclaimed Prosonno, " you have 
overlooked the point of Eam Doyal's argument ; man 
has sinned against his Creator, his preserver, his 
benefactor, and for such a transgression, an adequate 
satisfaction is needed ; would you say that mere re- 
pentance and prayer would constitute such a satisfac- 
tion ?" 

"You have quite understood my meaning, Pro- 
sonno," said Ram Doyal, " and this leads us to 
another branch of the same argument. Is man able 
sincerely to repent, that is to say, to forsake sin of 
his own unaided will ?" 

Prosonno looked doubtful : he had confessed to his 
brother, a short time before, that he was unable to 
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get rid of the burden of his own daily and hourly 
offences ; and yet he did not like to leave this strong- 
hold of the natural man, the self-righteous sinner ; 
so he said : " I think we could all forsake sin, Earn 
Doyal, if we were always careful in striving against 
it." 

" That, my dear friend, is a complete misconcep- 
tion," continued Bam Doyal ; " does the history of 
the world show that ? Kingdoms and nations that 
have not enjoyed the Christian revelation have not 
worked themselves out of sin, but have sunk into it 
to deeper and deeper depths. That history seems to 
deny altogether to man the power of self-reforma- 
tion. 

" In addition, in all cases we find increased confu- 
sion and ignorance as to what is right and what is 
wrong : what class of acts are to be reckoned virtuous 
and what vicious. With all the advantages possessed 
by Bengalee Deists, even your own system has not 
been sufficiently explicit in its definitions of vice and 
virtue. I should hke to know what they exactly 
mean by sin ; for, as it is, the Vedas give no moral 
code; and the few general principles of right and 
wrong that have been inculcated by Bam Mohun Roy 
and others are very weU as far as they go; but 
whence are they derived ? What is their authority ? 
They are human systems after all, are very imperfect, 
and abound in error." 

" Oh ! do not say so," said Prosonno ; " the 
brahmist takes his moral code from the light of 
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nature ; his is the Natural Eeligion that thie Creator 
himself has caused to shine in the heart of every man ; 
we cannot have a better guide than that which He 
has given us." 

" I assure you, my dear Prosonno," replied his 
friend, " that the light of Nature, or, as Butler has it, 
the * darkness of Nature,' is a very uncertain guide. 
On many points the teaching of its follower has been 
at variance with the judgment of mankind : on many 
points they have disagreed among themselves. On 
the most momentous question of all, the subject of a 
Future Life, the teaching of Nature only conveys to 
us what is probable, while the mind of man needs 
what is sure. This uncertainty is seen among the 
Calcutta brahmists. One of them, you know, has 
published a book to prove that there is no future state 
to man after his death. On account of this uncer- 
tainty I was exceedingly dissatisfied with brahmism, 
which enjoyed no greater light than similar systems 
in Europe. 

"Besides, when I came to look at sin, I found 
myself ever asking : * How shall I escape the punish- 
ment it deserves ? There is a God, almighty, wise, 
and just; I have broken His laws: how can I be 
saved? who will satisfy that law for me?' I felt 
something more was necessary than any repentance 
or reformation of my own. They look forward to the 
future. Who shall wipe away the past? I found 
the need stated, and the question answered, in the 

Bible. That book I verily believe to be the Word op 

c 



34 TEACHING OP THE BIBLS. 

God. I have examined its claims, and studied the 
evidences of its truth, and having done this, I now 
accept whatever it declares: and whether my poor 
reason can fully comprehend its doctrines or not, I 
impUcitly believe them. This word declares, * With- 
out shedding of "blood there is no remission of sin.' 
Christ Jesus is the ' propitiation for our sins.' For 
' if when we were enemies we were reconciled to Grod 
by the death of His Son, much more being reconciled 
we shall be saved by His life.' With these texts 
before me," continued Ram Doyal, " you see I can do 
nothing but totally and entirely reject the system of 
salvation by works, and cling to that which will confer 
salvation upon me through the merits of another." 

" I see what you mean," said Prosonno, " but while 
you have been speaking, another thought suggested 
itself to me ; is it right that we, thinking, intellectual 
beings, should allow ourselves to receive any system 
that contradicts our reason ? 

" However, let us both consider this subject until 
we meet again, and then we shall be able to discuss 
it fully. In the meantime, go on with your objections 
against brahmism; you must not, however, suppose 
I have consented to the doctrine of an atonement ; I 
had not thought the conversation would take this 
turn, and therefore find myself unprepared to answer 
you ; but I shall do so the next time we meet." " And, 
my dear friend," said Earn Doyal, " I shall pray (Jod, 
that while you are studying objections against His 
blessed truth, He may teach you by His own Sj)irit, 
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that He may make all things clear to you ; that ^ He 
may take of the things of Christ and show them mito 
yoTL' 

" But to continue/' said Eam Doyal ; " I doubted 
much about brahmism when I saw the rapid changes 
it was undergoing, just as our leaders dictated. At 
the outset, while the modem idolatrous legends were 
rejected, and Natural Religion was sought after, the 
Vedas, our most ancient books, were accepted as 
books of authority, revealed from heaven, and teach- 
ing us divine truth. This gave rise, as you know, 
to controversies with the missionaries and others ; 
who, among other arguments, objected to the scien- 
tific teaching of the Upanishads. No one could de- 
fend that teaching even amongst ourselves : it only 
required to be pointed out to be disavowed. In a 
few years, therefore, the Vedas were given up : re- 
garded, indeed, as most interesting relics of the 
notions and practices of our forefathers, but not con- 
veying (as they believed) divine truth from the 
mouth of Brahma. 

"All this made me doubt very much. I asked 
myself, ' Who are our leaders and teachers ; where is 
true wisdom : what is our authority ?' At one time 
these Vedas are declared to be inspired : ere long the 
same men say they are not : even on a question of 
such vital importance to us Hindus, we are being led 
only by changeable and fallible men. 

" Since I left them, another great change has taken 
placa Not satisfied with the ordinary doctrines of 
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the teaching of Nature, they have recently imported 
from Europe and America the doctrine of intuition- 
alism : and one of their number has been specially 
active in propagating it. But it is not accepted by a 
large portion of the brahmists, and thus there are 
already two schools among them. The soul want^ 
something fixed, some trustworthy assurance about 
forgiveness and the future life ; but these things made 
me feel more dissatisfied than ever." 

" That was no reason for embracing Christianity," 
said Prosonno. 

" True to some extent," replied Kam DoyaL " I 
became a Christian because of the positive reasons on 
which its truth is argued : but I was on the way to 
it, when I found brahmism could not satisfy me. It 
seemed to me that we were like a company of men in 
a ship without charts, without instruments, and with 
dark sky overhead. Our pilots differed among them- 
selves, and we were wandering we knew not whither. 

" Besides, I was much struck with the position 
taken up by the brahmists in reference to Hindu 
Caste. Its evils are numerous, its demands are un- 
just ; no other nation in the world is enslaved by it 
except ourselves : and large numbers of the brahmists 
acknowledge it to be an evil thing. Yet I did not 
find any one ready to adopt plans for getting rid of 
it. Because our fathers respected and observed it, 
therefore we retain it ; we disciples of Nature, who 
find Nature everywhere rebuking such an error. 

" It was the same with Idolatry. We were all 
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professing a belief that there is one Gkxi. Our gods, 
then, are not gods ; they have no existence ; their 
images are images of nothing : and their worship is 
a lie. It is an insult to that one true God to worship 
them instead of Him. And yet I saw the Brahmists 
doing it every day. I had to do it so long as I re- 
mained at home. You have to do it, Prosonno ; our 
friends Kessub and Kasi, and a hundred others, do 
it, as you know. And so we were all helping to 
maintain it We, the educated men of the new 
generation, who thought ourselves wiser and better 
than others, were doing our part to uphold idolatry 
and caste, two of the worst institutions ever main- 
tained in any country of the world. 

" I felt ashamed of myself for doing so. I knew 
we were afraid of our relatives ; we respected, sadly 
and in doubt, the opinions and practices of our fathers 
and mothers ; but I felt we ought to respect truth 
more. We ought to honoiu* God above men, and 
share in nothing that dishonours Him. I wanted, 
therefore, to be a Man in courage and in faithfulness, 
a follower of truth always, even in peril. 

" Feeling this, I read with new interest the story 
of the New Testament, and found there all my desires 
strengthened and increased by the example of the 
early Christians. Gradually I found that in other 
things Christ, who had put these thoughts in me, 
satisfied all my wants. I followed the truth He 
taught me to love; and so here I am, a Chris- 
tian/' 
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Prosonno was deeply impressed with the earnest- 
ness of his friend, whose manly spirit greatly stirred 
his own. But before the conversation could be car- 
ried further, Nobo asked whether he remembered 
that this evening had been appointed for a visit from 
his father-in-law. 

" No," said Prosonno, " I have not forgotten it ; 
but it surely is not late yet. What is the hour, Earn 
Doyal?" 

Kam Doyal said, it wanted but five minutes to nine 
o'clock. Hearing this, both the visitors at once rose 
to take a hasty though kind leave of their entertainer. 
Before they went, however, Prosonno took Bam Doyal 
a little aside, and said, " I wish. Bam Doyal, you 
would lend me a Bible ; I should like to examine it 
carefully at home." 

'* Is it possible that, in these days of enlightenment, 
you have never read that blessed book?*' exclaimed 
his friend. 

" No," said Prosonno, " I am ashamed to say I have 
not read it ; at least, not as it ought to be read, though 
I once did take a peep into the Old Testament his- 
tory, and was very much interested by it." 

"Will you have an English or Bengalee copy?" 
asked Bam Doyal. 

" On the whole, I think I should prefer the Benga- 
lee," replied Prosonno ; " ideas sound so much 
sweeter in one's own language than in a foreign 
tongue." 

" I quite agree with you," said Bam Doyal, as he 
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handed to Prosonno a Bengalee Bible. " May God 
grant you wisdom and grace to read it aright." 

As the two brothers walked home, their minds 
were exercised in a very diflferent manner. Proson- 
no's was filled with conflicting emotions. " Could 
brahmism be true ? — ^had it really no fixed base to 
rest on ? — ^was it so uncertain in its teaching ? — ^and 
were its followers actually the upholders of the great 
idolatry around them ? Was it a system that could 
not satisfy the mind respecting that all-important 
doctrine, the forgiveness of sins ? The Christian 
atonement again : how strange its teaching, that God 
had laid upon another, an innocent being, the suffer- 
ing that sinners deserved 1 Was it not too wonderful 
to be true? The Son of God to die for perishing 
sinners 1 That indeed would be a love which passes 
all our comprehension." 

Such were the musings which occupied Prosonno 
by the way; and as he thought of these things, he 
remained silent ; for he knew his brother could not 
have entered into his feelings. Nobo, on the con- 
trary, was full of life and spirits, had evidently quite 
forgotten the conversation, and was amusing himself 
solely by animadverting on their friends' new style of 
dress. When the young men reached home, they 
found their evening meal waiting for them, and their 
father, mother, and grandmother engaged in deep 
consultation, — a thing rather unusual in a Hindu 
family. Mohendro was the first to break the silence. 
" Do you know, Prosonno," he said, "that your father- 
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in-law has been here this evening, and that we have 
completed the arrangements for yom' re-marriage? 
It mnst take place at the expiration of four days." 
By this re-marriage is meant the ceremony that con- 
signs the wife to her husband's keeping. A girl gene- 
rally has been a bride for six or seven years when this 
takes place, during which time she has resided in the 
house of her father, having been hitherto but a child. 
Should it so happen that her husband die before her 
re-marriage is completed, she is stiU considered a 
widow, in the fullest sense of the word, undergoes 
every privation enjoined on the state of widowhood 
by the Shastres, and can never marry again. 

" But why have you been so long absent to-night?" 
continued Mohendro ; " do you know that I am seri- 
ously displeased with you? I thought you knew 
your duty to your father-in-law better than to neglect 
him in this manner. Pray, where have you been, 
Prosonno?" 

" I wanted a book from a friend of mine, and have 
been to his house to fetch it," replied Prosonno. 

" A sufficiently evasive answer, in aU conscience," 
retorted the father. " Now, wiQ you be so good as to 
teU me who this friend of yours is, and what is the 
name of the book, and why you were three hours 
fetclung it from, I dare say, (if the truth were known,) 
the next street." 

Poor Prosonno trembled from head to foot. He 
could not bear the idea of resigning his Bible, and he 
did not like to teU a falsehood ; he, therefore, hesi- 
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tated, trying to concoct an answer which might be 
strictly true, and yet not betray his secret. This 
agitation was observed by the father, and, of course, 
made matters ten times worse. Fortunately, how- 
ever, as Prosonno thought, his brother came to his 
aid, saying, " father, the young man we went to 
see lives very far from here, so that a great part of 
the time of our absence was occupied in the walk to 
and from his house." 

" But who is he ?" persisted Mohendro. 

"Oh 1" replied Nobo, " he has been brought up a 
Brahmist, but has lately begun to read the book of 
the Christians, and seems to like it. Prosonno and 
myself were showing him the absurd errors contained 
in the system it teaches, and so the time slipped away 
without our being aware of it." 

" Well," said Mohendro, appeased by this timely 
interference of his favourite son, " well, you were better 
employed than I had feared." 

Notwithstanding this, Prosonno was uncomfortable 
and unhappy ; he felt that Nobo had concealed the 
great truth, that they had been in the company of a 
Christian, Somehow or other he wished his father to 
know that, and was just going to tell hm so, when 
his brother signed to him to remain quiet. He did 
so ; but this partial deception availed them nothing. 
Mohendro had not forgotten about the book, having 
a shrewd suspicion of what it really was ; so, after 
several vain attempts at concealment, the young men 
were at last compelled to bring forth their hidden 
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treasure. Their father, enraged beyond measure, first 
dashed the book on the ground, and then ordered it 
into the fire. It was soon consumed to ashes. 

Poor Prosonno ! — ^his highly prized volume de- 
stroyed I The pleasure he had anticipated that veiy 
night, in the secret perusal of its pages, vanished like 
a dream ! — ^his anxiety to acquaint himself with its 
truths and its philosophy disappointed entirely"! — 
and, above all, his hopes of learning more of a Sav. 
iour's love blighted in their first buddings ! Altoge- 
ther, it was more than he could bear, and he burst 
into tears. This only tended to make Mohendro more 
angry. He began to fear that the Christians' book 
had taken a greater hold on his son's afiections than 
he had thought, and he reproached both the young 
men with every bitter epithet that occurred to his 
mind, until they were glad to leave their meal un- 
tasted, and retire to rest. Prosonno observed that, 
whilst every member of his family had expressed the 
greatest horror at his having brought a Bible into 
their dwelling, his grandmother alone, from whom he 
might have expected the strongest opposition, made 
no remark on the heinousness of his crime, but merely 
sat looking very sad at his disappointment. As he 
went out of the room, the poor woman beckoned him 
aside, and said, with tears in her eyes, " Your father 
has been very cruel to you, Prosonno ; but think no 
more of your loss, to-morrow I will make amends for 
it." Prosonno thanked his grandmother, to whom he 
was sincerely attached ; but, as he went up the stairs, 
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he thought to himself, " Poor dear, I suppose she wUl 
get me some nice sweetmeats, or cook me a curry with 
her own hands to-morrow; she little thinks that 
nothing: she or any one else can do can compensate 

for w loss." 

Prosonno did not, indeed, understand all the evi- 
dences of Christianity ; but he was beginning to feel 
that he must possess such a religion, or die everlast- 
ingly ; and this it was that made him prize so highly 
a volume that was useless, or worse than useless, in 
the estimation of the other members of his family. 
He had, however, judged wrongly of his grandmother, 
for on coming out of his room the next morning, she 
met him ^th a book carefully concealed in the folds 
of her dress. She slipped it into his hand, whisper- 
ing, " Be J3ure you keep my secret," and then suddenly 
disappeared. Prosonno returned to his room, asto- 
nished ; and, wondering what this book would prove 
to be, he bolted the door, and began to examine its 
pages. To his inconceivable delight, he found it was 
a Bengalee New Testament, — ^not in the white paper, 
the neat type, and elegant language of his lost trea- 
sure, it was true, but still containing the same blessed 
truth, — ^the love of Christ to perishing sinners. It 
was the New Testament bestowed on Prosonno's 
father at Saugor Island, more than forty years before. 
It was the Testament accompanied by the prayers of 
a man who was now before the throne of God, for " he 
had laboured and had not fainted." What a striking 
verification of the inspired promise, " Cast thy bread 
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upon the waters, and thou shalt find it after many 
days!" 

Prosonno read and pondered, but there were many 
things that he could not understand. Besides, during 
the three following days, such unusual excitement 
prevailed in the family, as prevented him almost en- 
tirely from studying the subject, so that he made 
little or no progress in religious truth. The whole 
household, and more particularly the women, were 
busied in making preparations for the reception of 
his bride, and great joy waa expressed on every hand. 
Prosonno's mother and grandmother were delighted 
with the prospect of receiving this new member of 
their family ; why, we can scarcely tell ; but it is an 
acknowledged fact, that Hindu parents have no 
greater pleasure than to see their children settled in 
life. The other two daughters-in-law, Shoudamini 
and Nistarini, who were already inhabitants of their 
husband's or rather their father-in-law's house, were 
delighted because they were to have another com- 
panion to assist them to wile away the unemployed 
hours of the long tedious mornings. Nobo was de- 
lighted because he had heard that the expected sister-^ 
in-law was able to read and write, two most unusual 
accomplishments among the ladies of their acquain- 
tance ; and the usages of Hinduism permitting him, 
as Prosonno's younger brother, to hold free inter- 
course with his wife, he looked forward wjth much 
pleasure to conversing with and instructing her* 
Surjo Kumar and Chondro Kumar, on the contrary. 
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being Prosonno's elder brothers, were strictly pro- 
hibited from ever speaking to or even looking on the 
face of his brida Nevertheless, they gladly took part 
in the femily rejoicings. Their father was delighted 
because his daughter-in-law was a strict Hindu, and 
report said she passed much of her time in reading 
the Bamayan and Mohabharat ; this, he thought, 
might exert a beneficial influence on his son. 

Proeonno was perhaps the only member of the 
family who was wholly imconcemed. His bride had 
been entirely his parent's choice, and though, after 
the marriage ceremony had been performed, he had 
oocasionally seen and admired her, yet they were 
both perfect strangers to each other's thoughts aud 
feelings ; nor did Prosonno expect to find in her that 
sympathy of heart and mind which in other countries 
forms the bond of union between husl>and and wife. 
His wife he knew to be ahnost entirely unoducatorl, a 
being shut up within the four walls of her father s 
Zenana, totally unacquainted with everj-thing beyond 
her own narrow sphere, unlearned in the principles ^>f 
geography and history ! What could a Hj>irit like 
here have in common with his own ? P^>r>r 
Prosonno ! At first these reflection.s made him vfriy 
sad, but he banished them from hi*; mind, and with 
some half hopeless resolves to try and e<lncate his 
wife, and to make her a fitter comjifiTxion for him.^lf. 
he settled down into a state of utter indifference t^> 
the aj^xroaching ceremony. 
At length the important day arrived, and Prosonno 
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repaired to the house of his father-in-law. The 
women's apartments were evidently filled with visi- 
tors, for he could distinctly hear their shouts and 
merry-makings ; but no men had been invited to the 
ceremony. Soon after his arrival, Prosonno was 
placed in a room by himself, where he was joined by 
his bride, Kaminee, a lovely giri of fourteen. She 
was taU and graceful, possessing a most antique and 
regular correctness of profile, with large, deep black 
eyes, high forehead, and long silken eyelashes. Her 
beautiful hair, which in its natural state fiowed down 
almost to her feet, was now neatly braided with sweet 
scented oil, and ornamented with vermihon. 'Her 
expression was soft and sweet, and her voice gentle- 
ness itself. She was literally covered with jewels. 
On the same wrist she wore three varieties of brace- 
lets ; round her neck was a chain of gold and a neck- 
lace of pearls ; her hair, too, was decorated with a 
head-dress of gold and precious stones ; the nose and 
ears had ornaments of gold, the latter in the shape of 
a passion flower, each stamen terminating in a bright 
gem. A little above the elbow were two curiously 
wrought armlets of gold ; and on the feet simple 
ornaments of silver, the Hindus having a superstition 
that if they degrade gold so far as to wear it on their 
feet, they will live to be in need of that precious com- 
modity. 

When Kaminee entered the room, she looked pale 
and tired, and cast a timid glance at her future lord. 
No wonder, poor young creature ; she had been the 
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day before initiated into one of the most disgusting 
practices of heathenism, a practice which the heathen 
themselves blush to speak of, but which is neverthe- 
less carried out at the present day in every Hindu 
household, both rich and poor, high and low, on the 
day previous to the re-marriage of any of its female 
members. 

A detail of that ceremony may not be written ; 
suffice it to say that Kaminee's female relatives, to- 
gether with some of their neighbours, had assembled 
themselves in a private courtyard; they had there 
dug a hole in the ground, placed her in the middle, 
and each one had besprinkled her and themselves 
with a mixture of mud and saffron, at the same time 
giving vent to every variety of coarse, vulgar jest, 
and improper expression ; singing the most degrad- 
ing songs, and dancing roimd the bride like insane 
persons, assisted by women whose very presence 
ought to have been considered contamination ! But 
we need go no further. Could there be a more strik- 
ing proof that the cruel seclusion in which the women 
of India are compelled to pass their lives, has not 
contributed to the preservation of that purity of heart 
and mind which is the only safeguard against sm ? 

But to return. When all parties were ready, Pro- 
sonno and his wife were informed that the priest who 
was for a second time to unite them was standing 
outside the door. He then repeated the following 
sacred text, presenting at the same time an offering 
of alloa-rice, flowers, Ganges water, and sandal-wood, 
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— " thou glorious Sun, God himself, light of the 
world, Power of Vishnoo, Lord of the universe, pure 
spirit, hestower of the ability to labour, thou of the 
thousand rays, receive our offerings, and be gracious 
unto us." This text Prosonno repeated after him, 
standing on the inner side of the closed door. He 
then proceeded with several other texts, the bride and 
bridegroom, meanwhile, following his directions, — 
such as joining hands, touching each other's heads, 
and the like. The ceremony was concluded by a 
prayer, which will not bear insertion. Could we at 
that moment have looked into the secret recesses of 
Prosonno s heart, we should have seen that his grow- 
ing dislike to Hinduism had settled, owing to the 
events of that day, into a deep aversion. He felt that 
a system whose very religion was connected with so 
much that was impure, could not have emanated from 
the foimtain of holiness, and purity, and truth. 

The above ceremony forms the ninth of ten reU- 
gious rites enjoined by the Shastres, which every man 
must perform, or have performed for him, during the 
course of his existence. Two of these take place 
before his birth ; the rest are as follows : — 

Jcdokoron, or the ceremony at the birth. 

Na/mkoron, or the naming. 

Anruyprdson; the ceremony of feeding a child with 
rice for the first time. This takes place when he is 
five months old. 

Komochhed; the ceremony of piercing the ears. It 
is performed when the child is nine years of age. 
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Uporuiyon; the ceremony of investing him, if a 
brahmin, with the poita or brahminical thread. 

Bibdho, or marriage. 

Puno bibdJio, re-marriage; and 

Srdddho^ or funeral obsequies. 

After the marriage ceremony had been performed, 
great rejoicings took place, and a splendid entertain- 
ment, which was prepared by his father-in-law, was 
served to the female visitors. The bride and bride- 
groom then took their leave. The former was con- 
veyed in a covered palanquin, in which she was quietly 
placed before the bearers were called to lift it ; so 
that neither they nor any other person might look 
upon her beauty. She was now going, according to 
the usages of Hinduism, to be subjected to even closer 
confinement than had been her lot under the parental 
roof. 
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The house to which our bride had been introduced 
was built in the fashion of most Hindu houses. The 
reader must imagine himself in a fine open court- 
yard of fifty feet square. He enters from the south, 
and opposite him is the Dalan or sanctuary for pub- 
lic festivals, such as for the Durga Puja, the Kali, 
or the Kartick Puja. This Dalan is considerably 
raised from the ground, and is reached from ,the 
courtyard by a flight of steps. It contains various 
images, which are covered with dust, and seem quite 
n^lected. On festival days, however, they are cleaned 
and decorated with all kinds of tinsel-ornaments. 
All around the open court is a narrow covered veran- 
dah, called choh melon, and beyond this is a double 
row of small rooms. These contain the parlours and 
drawing-rooms, and also the sleeping apartments for 
the single men of the family. The whole of this 
part of the house is called sodor ghor, or principal 
house, and is all that ever meets the eye of a stranger. 
Beyond the Dalan, to the north of it, there is anotiier 
court, similar to the one described, containing also 
verandahs and barrack-like apartments. This is 
called the Antohpur, or house of the women, and 
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commtmicates by a private passage with the court of 
the principal house, that females who cannot appear 
in that court may stiU come unobserved for reUgious 
purposes to the Dalan. They are by no means 
allowed to frequent it, even at the time of great pujas, 
their own Zenana containing the Thakoor ghor, or 
room for household gods. This is a constant sanctu- 
ary, and is visited daily, but at different hours, by 
the male and female members of a family, or, at 
least, by such of them as are in the habit of perform- 
ing daily worship. The remaining rooms contain 
the kitchens, dormitories, and dinmg rooms. The 
women may meet in these private halls and veran- 
dahs, but are never expected to tread the outer court, 
or the rooms adjoining it. 

Such was the dwelling which acknowledged Mo- 
hendro as its proprietor. There were two stories to 
it, — ^the second story exactly like the ground floor, 
excepting that the Dalan was undivided, its roof con- 
stituting the highest roof of the building, and thus 
imparting an air of grandeur to it not possessed by 
the other parts. If it contained many rooms, there 
were also many inhabitants to occupy them ; for every 
Hindu of property is bound to afford lodging to, and 
often to support, a numerous class of relatives. The 
widows of a family, however distant their relation- 
ship, generally claiim the support of that member of 
the family whom they think most capable of affording 
them aid. 

Mohendro was not one to set aside these ancient 
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usages. Accordingly, he was generously supporting 
his mother s sister, and a younger sister of his father's; 
a widow of a cousin, and the widowed daughter-in- 
law of his sister; an aunt of his wife's, and the 
widow of his brother : in addition to his own mother, 
to whom he paid all the filial duty which her rela- 
tionship daimed. Mohendro's brother, as a matter 
of course, with his famOv. was an inhabitant of the 
parent-house. Our readers may remember the little 
infant snatched from an untimdy grave. Nearly 
fifty summers had since then passed over his brow, 
and he was still living in the full pride of manhood, 
with two sons growing up beside him. His wife had 
died in giving birth to the youngest, and he had not 
filled her place with another. An orphan cousin was 
another inmate of the house. Mohendro treated hini 
with the greatest kindness ; and at the time of which 
we write, he was making preparations for his wedding, 
which was to cost an immense sum of money. His 
own four sons came next ; three of these had wives. 
Surjo Kum&r had two children, and Ghondro had 
one ; and, finally, there was Mohendro's little girl, 
Hemlota ; his wife, and himself, making in all twenty- 
four persons. Ser\-ants there were besides. 

It might have lH?en alx>ut three months after Pro- 
sonno's marriage, that Shoudaminee, Surjo Kumar's 
ydio, was one day sitting listlessly in the verandah, 
with her baby, named GopaJ, sleeping on the floor 
l)Oside her, when Kaminee came out of her room, 
with her Ramayim in her hand, and taking her seat 
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on the floor, with the verandah rails for a back, she 
began to read aloud, or rather chant, the words of 
the epic poem, in that peculiarly slow monotonous 
tone, used by Hindus for all poetry. She had no 
sooner sat down, than Shoudaminee exclaimed : " 
Kaminee, I am reminded by that book that Qopal's 
father desired me to ask you to teach me to perform 
the worship of Siva. I see you perform it every 
morning, and he wishes me to do the same." 

" You had better learn to read the texts for your- 
self, sister ; shall I teach you ? You will then be 
able to perform all the kinds of worship enjoined in 
the Shastres." 

" Oh, dear, no, Kaminee," replied Shoudaminee, 
" Gopal's father would be very angry if I learnt to 
read. How could I attend to the children ; besides, 
no one in our family ever learnt, and I am not going 
to be the first to begin. I should certainly expect 
some dreadful calamity to befall me, if I went con- 
trary to all the usages of my forefathers." 

Kaminee was quite tired of combating this argu- 
ment, which, in one way or other, she heard every 
day of her life; so she merely smiled and said, 
" Well, sister, I suppose I must teach you the texts 
in the same way that you heard me teach my parrot 
this morning. When shall we begin ?" 

** Now, if you like," replied Shoudaminee ; " I 
think baby will sleep a long time, and we shall not 
be disturbed. But stay; let me call Nistarinee : she 
ought to learn the Siva Puja too." 



o4i FAMILT JAB& 

Chondro's wife was, however, greatly oflfended with 
poor Kaminee and declined to come. Mohendro had 
brought the latter home a beautiful dress in the morn- 
ing, because she had been getting rather melancholy 
of late, and spoke of wishing to see her own motiier 
once more ; and he thought this little attention might 
please and divert her. But Nistarinee called aU her 
melancholy mere affectation, and because she had not 
received a dress similar to Kaminee's, she had 
insinuated that Kaminee was a designing, artful 
woman, and had also vented her wrath on her father- 
in-law, as far as she dared, by the sarcastic applica- 
tion of the Bengalee proverb: "In this house, 
seemingly, it is the child that cries that gets the 
rice." The quarrel had become high ; and it was 
only by the authoritative interference of Prosonno's 
grandmother, that the disputants were pacified. 

This partial reconciliation had taken place only a 
couple of hours before. Shoudaminee now called on 
her sister to become Kaminee's pupil : and, as the 
reader may naturally suppose, it did not tend to 
strengthen their forced union. 

" I think you have all taken leave of your senses," 
exclaimed Nistarinee ; " you too, sister ; what do you 
mean by sitting at the feet of that girl, who came 
among us only the other day, and has already preju- 
diced us so much in the opinion of our husband's 
father, that we must be put off with fair words while 
she gets all the presents ? Learn the Siva Puja of 
her forsooth ! I tell you, sister, we are much better 
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without either her or her instructions. What with 
her pujas and her reading, she is so conceited that 
there is no bearing her. But she wiU learn wisdom 
in time ! Wait till she begin to take her share in 
the cooking : she will find that a text does not make 
the best spice for a curry ; or, at least, her husband 
will find it out, if she does not, and then she won't 
like what will follow ! When her children come it 
wiU be still worse. I suppose she will be reading a 
chapter in the Bamayan to the baby, when it cries 
for milk, or repeating the name of Siva by way of a 
lullaby." "For shame, Nistarinee,'' said Shouda- 
minee ; " see you have made poor Kaminee weep, 
how can you do so ? Besides, what you say is dis- 
respectful to the gods. You had better go away and 
hold your peace until you have forgotten this un- 
fortunate cause of quarrel." 

Nistarinee walked into her own room, muttering 
that if her elder sister, who had always been her 
friend, was now going to turn against her, she would 
not stand it ; no, she would run away, commit sui- 
cide, take poison ; she would do any rash act that 
came into her mind. 

But Shoudaminee knew her better than to believe 
aU this, nor was she gomg to turn against her. Of a 
most amiable and imperturbable nature herself, she 
always made every allowance for Nistarinee's impetu- 
ous temper, and on this occasion, as on every other, 
endeavoured to restore happiness and peace. 

" Come, Kaminee," she said, wiping away her 
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tears, " yoa must not mind Nistarinee's hard speeches ; 
she will be sorry to-morrow ; come, b^in yonr in- 
stractions, I am all attention : for I reallj wish to 
please Gopal's fether by learning to perform that 
puja." 

Kaminee was much comforted by her sist^'s kind- 
ness, and readily complied with her request *' Listen, 
then, sister," she said. " In the Siva Puja, the first 
thing to be done is this, you take some of the Ganges 
mud into your hand and say this text : This earth I 
take possession of. Then form the figure of Siva, 
and placing it upon the upper side of a leaf from the 
Bel tree, (which tree is his peculiar delight,) repeat 
this — Holder of the Sacred Triftent, come into this 
image, and abide in it while I tvorship. It then be- 
comes Siva himself. But he will not accept your 
offerings until you have paid adoration to four other 
classes of deities; and for this purpose you must 
learn first the montro which begins with Gonesh^ dtc. 
It consists of five sacred names — ^viz., Gonesh, Suryo, 
Durgdf Vishnu, and all the goddesses in one. As 
you repeat each name, a flower must be placed on the 
image of Siva before you. The nine planets next 
claim your homage ; and as you call on them succes- 
sively, you offer, as before, a flower on Siva's shrine. 
The worship of the lords of the eight minor points of 
the compass comes next in order : they are Indra, 
the king of heaven ; Fire, Death ; a Giant, Water, 
Air ; Koobeer,tiLe treasurer of the gods ; and Mohadeo, 
or Siva himself. In concluding this part of the ser- 



1^ 



THE WOESHIP OP SIVA. 67 

vice, you worship Ononto, the lord of the lower 
regions, and Sri Krishnu, the lord of the upper 
regions, by calling out their names and offering 
flowers. 

" The Siva Puja itself may now be commenced ; it 
is done in the following manner : — You offer a flower 
on the image, and then, placing it on your own head, 
you must meditate on these words, which are enjoined 
by the Shastres, and are called the Bhydn, or con- 
templation of Siva. He is the being with three eyes, 
fair as mountains of silver ; the beauteous rmon is 
the omam^ent of his forehead, and his face is as bril- 
liant gems. A being with four hands, he dispenses 
favours with one; drives away fear from the heart of 
num wiQi another; therefore he is called Obhoy (the 
Fearless.) In the third hxmd he holds an axe, and 
the fourth rests upon a beautiful deer. Excellent in 
nature, he is (he giver of blessings to his worshippers. 
He sits upon the water-lily, and all the gods from the 
four comers of heaven fall down to pay him due 
homage. Tiger skins form his clothing. He is the 
first eodsting, the beginning and former of our being, 
having five faces and three eyes. He is the lord of 
the world. After you have said these words to your- 
self, slowly and thoughtfully, take the flowers off your 
head, and placing another on the head of Siva, repeat 
the same words once more, keeping your heart 
steadily fixed on the object of your worship. 

" This meditation concluded, you have now to enter- 
tain our great deity in the same way as we entertain 
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any other distinguished guest This is done by the 
performance of seven different acts. The first is 
Padhcbo. In order to do this aright, you take a little 
water in your kosa, (the copper vessel, used only for 
religious purposes,) and offer it to the image, as water 
to wash his feet. The second act is Orgho^ and cor- 
responds with our setting refreshments before a visi- 
tor after we have given him water for his feet. In 
the case of an offering to Siva, this r^eshment must 
consist of grass, alloa rice, flowers, Gfanges water, and 
sandal-wood. The third is Auchmony. You now 
offer water to wash the hands in. The fourth act is 
Gondho-pushpo, or perfuming. In ttiis case the usual 
offering is again sandal-wood. The fifth is Dhoopy 
when you bum incense before the image. The sixth 
act is Dip, or presenting him with a lighted lamp ; 
and the seventh and last is the NoibedyOy an offering 
consisting of sweetmeats, alloa rice, fruits, and the 
like. 

" After this you must worship Siva under his eight 
different forms. This is done by repeating their 
names, and presenting a flower to each. They are, 
the world, water, fire, air, space, a priest, the sun, 
and the moon. This completed, pronounce the name 
of Siva ten times, and, prostrating yourself on the 
ground, offer up this prayer: — Thxm art the only 
edf-existing power; thou hast no equal; thou, alone 
art my salvation; receive my worship, and bestow 
favours upon me. The service is now concluded, 
with the exception of a ceremony, if it may be so 
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called, which gives great delight to Siva. This con- 
sists in making all sorts of noises, snch as clapping 
the hands, slapping the cheeks, knocking both feet 
together, and at the same time accompanying the 
noise with Bom, Bomy Mohadeo; Bom, Bom, over 
and over again.'' 

Shondaminee thought that the worship of Siva was 
rather difficult, and that it would require many days 
for her to learn all the texts or montros by heart, 
especially as they were to be said in Sanskrit, an un- 
known tongue ; but Kaminee cheerfully consented to 
give her a daily lesson, and so the matter was arranged. 
At that moment Prosonno came out of his room, and 
beckoned to his wife. " See, sister," she said, " I 
must go now; your brother-in-law is calling me to 
get him his tiffin," and with that she went. 

Prosonno had become much more attached to 
Kaminee than he had expected to be; for she was 
very sweet-tempered, and, although imeducated, was 
liaturaUy so intelligent, that a little teaching was 
sufficient to make her comprehend most of the sub- 
jects he wished her to be acquainted with. She, too, 
loved him much, and looked up to him as a model of 
pOTfection. There was one thing, however, that 
pained Prosonno ; his wife was wholly given to ido- 
latry. Possessed of a remarkably clear judgment, 
and soimd conunon sense in all the ordinary affairs of 
life, in the matter of religion she appeared to him 
perfectly astray. The most horrid dogma, provided 
it was to be found in the Shastres, never caused her a 
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shudder. The intensely childish ceremony obtained 
from her no look of contempt The ntter absurdity 
of many a history professing to be inspired, provoked 
no smile of unbelief, and the grossest impurity passed 
with her for sound religious trutL 

Prosonno did not know what to think; for he 
scarcely understood, at that time, that Kaminee's 
mind was but enveloped in the mist of darkness and 
ignorance in which Satan loves to keep his votaries ; 
whilst his own had been gradually enlightened by the 
Spirit of all truth I Prosonno was almost a Chris- 
tian! His marriage had been the means of procuring 
hun more Uberty than before, and he gladly availed 
himself of it to pay frequent visits to his Christian 
friend, Ram Doyal. One by one his objections to 
Chrifitianity had been removed, while he had become 
daily more wearied of the cold and formal worship of 
the Brahma Sabha, its monotonous inculcation of 
moral principles, and its constant pan^yrics of the 
works of nature. 

He had learnt from Bam Doyal that, according to 
the analogy of nature, it could only be expected that 
in a revelation from Grod there would be much that 
seemed incomprehensible to man, and that in Chris- 
tianity we were not called upon to believe anything 
that really contradicted our reason. When Prosonno 
had on this ground objected to the doctrine of the 
Trinity, Bam Doyal had explained to him that the 
doctrine was not contrary to our reason, but above it ; 
had done this by showing that if our present in- 
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tellect and knowledge did not even enable us to under- 
stand matter, much less the essence of our minds, 
then it was impossible for us to understand the mind 
of Qod, or the principles of his Being. 

This answer in a measure applied to another ob- 
jection which the reader may remember as having 
occurred to Prosonno's mind: Was God just in 
punishing the innocent ? Here, too, Ram Doyal ex- 
plained to his friend that before we are able to judge 
of the justice or injustice of this act of the aU-wise 
Qod, we ought to be perfectly acquainted with all the 
reasons which determined the Divine mind to punish 
sin. We ought to remember that He who suffered 
for sinners bore their punishment of His own accord 
and willingly. We ought to be aware of all the ends 
which Grod proposes in conducting this department 
of His holy government. We ought, in short, to be 
admitted to His eternal counsels. 

This we cannot be ; but, as Earn Doyal used to 
say : Is any one prepared to show that God's com- 
bined purposes of love and justice may be attained by 
a better plan than the one He has adopted — ^viz., the 
method of a vicarious interposition ? May not the 
holiness, and wisdom, and truth of the Eternal Sove- 
reign be preserved inviolate ; may not sin be held up 
in its true colours ; may not every desirable effect be 
produced on the mind of the pardoned sinner ; in 
fine, may not all the ends and designs of justice, 
wisdom, and mercy, known to -mortals or unknown, 
be accomplished in this way with infinite advantage ? 
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Prosonno had an unprejudiced mind. He was 
earnestly and sincerely seeking after the truth ; there- 
fore arguments such as these did not fail to produce 
conviction. Yet it was not that he was merely intel- 
lectually convinced ; for how many there are who 
believe with their understanding, yet never become 
Christians ; it was that Christ himself was drawing 
him with cords of love ; it was that Prosonno knew 
the burden of His own sins and felt the need of a 
Saviour. 

One of the great fruits of our holy reHgion is, that 
it makes us deeply solicitous for the spiritual welfare 
of others, and this was already displayed in the con- 
duct of our young disciple. He was most anxious to 
win over his wife to the faith of Jesus. To have 
broached the subject directly would have been only 
to provoke the most violent opposition, and probably 
to have deprived himseK of the pleasure and profit 
of visiting his Christian friend Kam Doyal ; housed, 
therefore, in speaking to Kaminee, to use all sorts of 
indirect means to inculcate the principles of Chris- 
tianity ; but perhaps he had never gone so far as on 
the present occasion. 

The reader wiU remember we left Kaminee obey- 
ing her husband 8 call. As she entered the room he 
hastily closed the New Testament given him by his 
grandmother, which had been to him of the greatest 
assistance in his spiritual life. The 6th chapter of 
Eomans was the part he had been studying, and with 
his heart full of the subject he said to his wife : " Come, 
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Kaminee, sit down, and let us have tiffin together for 
once ; no one will see ns, and I am sure you are wiser 
than to think any harai wiU come of it. I wish to 
talk with you about a book I have been reading/' 

Kaminee was always pleased and flattered by her 
husband treating her as a companion, and took her 
seat with a smiling face. 

" Do you know, Kaminee, if there are any religions 
in the world besides our own?" 

" Yes," replied his wife ; " there is Mohamme- 
danism." 

" So there is," said Prosonno ; " but there is yet 
another ; and it is that religion of which I have been 
reading. It teaches us that all men are sinners, 
Kaminee." 

" Well," returned his wife, " I think that may be 
true ; for indeed how seldom we see a man or a woman 
who never commits sin. It is well for us that the 
gods have appointed different works of merit which 
are not very difficult, and through the performance of 
which we may get free of sin and ascend into the 
heaven of Indra." 

" But," said Prosonno, " my book teaches that there 
are no such things as works of merit." 

" What a strange doctrine," said Kaminee : " no 
works of merit ! Is giving your own property to the 
poor not a work of merit ? Or is feeding brahmins 
not a work of merit? Oris digging a tank no merit ? 
Or is mortifying your flesh not a work of merit ?" 

" No," said Prosonno : "at least the book says. 
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that as we owe to God the performance of every good 
action, we only pay our just debts, we only do our 
duty, when we perform them ; and there is no merit 
in the question at aU." 

" Well," replied his wife, *' that doctrine cannot be 
very beneficial, for who would perform good actions 
when there is no merit to be obtained by them. Be- 
sides, how do these strange religionists ever expect 
to get to heaven?" 

" Through the merits of another/' said Prosonno. 

" Well, I declare," said Kaminee, " I never heard 
of anything so easy : but amid their calculations they 
must have forgotten that if all men are sinners then 
no one man could save the rest." 

" No, dear," continued Prosonno, " that has not 
been forgotten ; for this Saviour is an incarnation of 
the great Gtod himself, a sinless Being, and therefore 
he can save the sinner." 

" By that you mean," said Kaminee, " that He 
forgives them; well, if that is all, there is nothing 
strange in it; do we not expect the same from oui* 
deities 1 But why did God become incarnate 1 He 
has nothing to do but to speak the word, and imme- 
diately the sinner ascends into His glorious heaven. 
Or, had he, like Vishnu, special works to accom- 
pUsh?" 

^' You are altogether mistaken, Kaminee," said 
Prosonno; but then, correcting himself, he added, 
" at least, according to this book, which teaches that 
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its followers expect to be saved through the merits of 
the incarnate God." 

" Well, but how can they do good to man ?" asked 
Kaminee. 

" It is of His own free mil" answered her husband, 
" accomplished in this way. God took upon Himself 
human nature, in order that He might be able to 
suffer the punishment of sin, which is death ; He 
underwent this punishment, and offered HimseK as a 
sacrifice to atone for the sins of man ; and His life 
being so much more precious than the life of poor 
worthless men, the single sacrifice of Himself was a 
sufficient atonement for the sins of the whole world." 

" That I can quite understand," said Kaminee, "if 
it were only true ; but it cannot be true. How unlike 
it sounds to all we read of our own gods, — the King 
to die for his subjects 1 Who ever heard of such 
condescension! Am I to understand that we are aU 
to be saved through the merits of this incarnate 
God!" 

** The only conditions required, Kaminee," replied 
Prosonno, " are that we acknowledge our need of His 
help ; that we trust entirely to Him, and that we love 
Him with all our hearts." 

" And conunit as many bad actions as we like ?" 
asked his wife. 

" God is a pure, holy Being," said Prosonno ; 
" what kind of actions, do you think, would please 
Him?'' 

** Pure and holy actions," replied Kaminee. 

E 
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" Exactly so," said her husband ; " and the fol- 
lowers of this book endeavour to lead holy lives in 
order to please the Being who has done so much for 
them/' 

" But," returned Kaminee, " tell me more about 
the mcamate Being who did aU this." 

" He became incarnate many, many years ago," 
said Prosonno, "in a country called Judea. Not, 
like Hori, in the form of a boar, a tortoise, or a dwarf, 
but as a man. He lived among men as a teacher, 
and went about the country with twelve disciples. 
Wherever he wandered he taught the people about 
religion, and healed their sick in a most wonderful 
manner. By a single word He drove off their dis- 
eases; He even gave blind men their sight, cured 
lepers whom no doctors can heal, and a few times 
actually raised the dead to life. All this He did, 
not for sport or uselessly, but always for the benefit 
of those who suffered. But, at last, the wicked 
priests of the country, who did not like His teaching, 
accused Him falsely, and got Him crucified." 

" What a strange story 1 " said Kaminee ; " and 
what happened then ?" 

"If He had been only a scholar, or a good man," 
said Prosonno, " nothing more would have happened; 
but He was more than man ; His actions proved it 
So His body was buried in the earth, not burnt, like 
the bodies of Hindus, and after remaining in this 
grave for three days, He rose again, and ascended 
into heaven." 
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" Did any one see Him after He became alive 
again?" asked Kaminee. 

" Yes/' said Prosonno, " He was seen by many of 
those who had loved and served Him before He suf- 
fered death/' 

" Ah, then," exclaimed his wife, " perhaps the 
whole story was just made up by them as a pretty 
tale. Come, come, I will hear no more, and you 
must not look into that book again ; it will only un- 
settle your mind. Let me read you that chapter in 
the Mohabharat which, you say, always makes you 
laugh. It will amuse you, and put out of your mind 
these new doctrines." 

" No, dear," said Prosonno, " I must go out now, 
having made an arrangement with a friend to meet 
him at three o'clock." , 

" Very well," replied his wife, " I am sorry you 
must go ; but just tell me the name of the religion 
you have been talking about." 

" Never mind the name, dear," said Prosonno ; 
" but I wish you would ponder its doctrines, and see 
whether you do not think them right ones." 

He almost feared he had said too much, and think- 
ing that Kaminee might detain him for an explana- 
tion of his strange words, he hurried away; for he 
would not have lost that visit to Earn Doyal for a 
great deal. But the whole conversation had made 
little impression on the mind of Kaminee. Her 
heart was like the hard and stony wayside from which 
Satan catches away the seeds of gospel truth be- 
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fore they have had time to sink in and become fruit- 
ful. 

Hearing a noise on the other side of the house, 
away went Kaminee to see what it could mean. She 
found it proceeded from Nistarinee's room, and went 
towards it ; but as soon as she perceived that Chondro 
Kumar was there, she veiled her face, and made a 
hasty retreat into the adjoining room, where she 
might hear what was going on without being seen by 
her husband's brother. Chondro was beating his 
wife severely, not because he thought her in fault, 
(for in all countries husbands generally take the part 
of their wives when the quarrel has been with a third 
party,) but because she had been the occasion of his 
mother's finding fault with him. Mohendro's wife 
was a quarrelsoipae, disagreeable woman, selfish in 
the extreme ; and as soon as Chondro had come in 
from business, hot and weary, she told him, in the 
most irritating manner, how his wife had insulted 
Kaminee, and insinuated that if he visited her with 
no punishment, she would consider him a weak- 
minded man, entirely under his wife's government. 
It was not that she cared for one daughter-in-law 
more than the other ; but it was pure seK-interest 
that dictated this speech. Nistarinee was an orphan ; 
whereas Kaminee had an influential father, who, the 
old woman thought, might perhaps have removed her 
entirely from under their roof had he heard that she 
was not comfortable. But his mother's taunt was 
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more than Chondro could well bear, and without in- 
quiring, he took off his shoe and began to beat Nis- 
tarinee most unmercifully, saying, at the same time, 
more for his mother's than his wife's benefit, " This 
will teach you to quarrel with a favourite again. Did 
you not know that your brother-in-law's wife was 
too good, and too clever, and too holy, to allow of 
your being a fit companion for her? Do you not 
know that you are not worthy to tread the same 
ground as she? You will be pleased in future to 
keep to yourself, and not to offend the righteous 
Kaminee with your impertinence." 

Scenes such as these are of not unfrequent occur- 
ence in the bosom of many a Hindu family. They 
may arise from various causes. The chief cause 
must ever be the want of Christianity, that elevator 
of the affections, that softener of the heart, that re- 
ligion so eminently the friend of woman ; but inferior 
causes are also at work Females are kept in such a 
state of ignorance and degradation that everything 
that is high and noble in their nature is crushed, al- 
m^ost destroyed ; and therefore it is natural that in 
the every-day dealings of the family they should dis- 
jday petty jealousies or have recourse to mean methods 
of obtaining favour. Again, their total want of edu- 
cation deprives, them of the pleasure of reading and 
writing, not to speak of the more elegant accomplish- 
ments with which an English lady may amuse 
herself : therefore time hangs heavy on their hands, 
and they have. the leisure afforded them for carrying 
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on at wiU the most perfect system of domestic war- 
faxe. The plan of having several branches of the 
same family to reside together in one house, is also 
(as our story shows) pregnant with causes of discord ; 
but it is a custom handed down by their forefathers 
to the Hindus, and that alone is in their minds suffi- 
cient reason for continuing it, and transmitting it to 
their posterity. 

From her place of conceahnent Examinee heard all 
that passed, and really sorry was she to have been 
the occasion of poor Nistarinee's punishment, particu- 
larly since her eldest sister was by no means of a 
vindictive temper. Accordingly Kaminee, as soon as 
she heard Chondro go downstairs, did what very 
few Bengalee women would have done ; she went to 
Nistarinee, expressed her sorrow for what had passed, 
and begged that they might be friends again. 
Gradually the clouds passed from the brow of Nis- 
tarinee, and she smilingly said : " Well, I think it 
was very foolish to have been so angry all about a 
dress I " 

It might have seemed strange to some to have 
looked on those two sisters an hour after, and to have 
seen them busily engaged on a favourite Bengalee 
game, that of Mogul-Pathan. To an English mind, 
the question would have at once occurred, "How 
could Nistarinee so soon have forgotten her husband's 
ill-treatment." But such a one, if she lived among 
Hindu ladies, would find that scenes like the fore- 
going happened too frequently, and were too common, 
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to cause much sensation, or to give rise to those 
bitter feelings that might otherwise have been ex- 
pected. 

The game which seemed to give so much deKght 
to Nistarinee and Kaminee was one of the many in- 
genious ones in the playing of which the secluded 
females of India love to pass their leisure hours. 
Mogul-Pathan is a representation of a battle between 
the Moguls and the Pathans or Affghans. The battle 
field is accurately drawn, consisting of sixteen squares ; 
within this figure is inscribed a large square. On 
one side is ranged the Mogul army in a triangular 
form, and on the opposite side the Pathan army. 
Each army consists of sixteen pieces, the moves of 
which are regulated not by chance, but by the skill 
of the players. 

When the game was finished, Kaminee went into 
her own room, got her husband's dinner ready, and 
sat waiting for him, but he did not come, till at last, 
weary of watching, she retired to rest. But Prosonno 
did not remain out all night. He came in about 
deven o'clock, when his wife immediately got up to 
light his lamp, ^he thought he looked anxious and 
flurried ; and every attention on her part seemed to 
give him pain ; tiU at last he said, " Oh ! do not 
give yourself any trouble about me, Kaminee ; go to 
rest, and leave me the lamp. I am going to read for 
the next two hours." This was his usual practice, so 
Kaminee thought no more about it, and retired. 
But she afterwards declared, (whether it was a lovely 
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dream, or her last waMng thought, she could not 
tell,) that she saw her husband bend over her that 
night with looks of the saddest, the intensest love, 
and heard him say, " God bless you, my precious 
wife." 



CHAPTER FOURTH. 

The next morning on awaking, Kaminee found that 
Prosonno had already left the room. This circum- 
stance, combined with his strange manner on the pre- 
ceding night, tended to make her very anxious ; she, 
therefore, went in search of his grandmother, in order 
to impart to her her own fears regarding her favourite, 
knowing there was no one who was more interested 
in Prosonno, or who loved him better. The good 
woman made every possible search ; but he certainly 
was not in the house, and no one had seen him go 
out ; though to be sure, it was quite probable that he 
was taking an early walk, and had risen before any 
other members of the family. But the day advanced, 
and Prosonno did not return. The whole family 
were now alarmed, and various were the fears sug- 
gested to the mind of each one. Mohendro's father's 
sister, a very decrepit old woman, hinted that Pro- 
sonno might have been spirited away, and though 
this opinion was not generally adopted, yet in the 
state of their minds at that time, it was sufficient to 
cause a shudder to come over them. 

Snrjo Kumar feared he had been drowned in bath- 
ing; but he was too considerate to mention this 
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thought in the presence of his mother, and' only spoke 
of it to Chondro, who did not, however, agree with 
him. He thought it was more likely that Prosonno 
had broken a blood-vessel while out walking, as he 
had done on a former occasion not long ago, and that 
probably he was lying ill somewhere without the 
means, perhaps without the strength, to send intelli- 
gence to his family. In Kaminee's mind every feel- 
ing of fear had been awakened. She hkd an undefined 
dread of some fearful impending calamity, and fall- 
ing at the feet of her mother-in-law, she entreated her 
to send messengers in every direction in search of her 
missing husband. ' * Oh, how willingly would I go and 
seek him myself?" she exclaimed, "if these bonds 
of custom did not prevent me. Alas ! how irksome 
they seem now, though I never felt them so before. 
My honoured lord, what should I do if you never re- 
turned. Why did you not take me with you, giver 
of my life. In your company, I should have wanted 
no better dwelling than the shade of a tree, and no 
better food than the wild berries which the bats eat ; 
but without you this beautiful house will be to me 
more lonely than the barren desert." Striking her 
head on the cold stones, she continued — " As the cha- 
tokee bird looks for the dew of heaven, and wiU be 
satisfied with the water of no earthly spring, so my 
soul looks to you. You must come back to me, for 
no inferior joy can yield me any delight. Oh, return, 
lord of my life, jewel of my existence ; return, or I 
must die." 
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This frantic grief was not all really felt, though, in 
her case, regret was far more sincere than in hun- 
dreds of others ; but the words were such as Kaminee 
was expected to utter on the loss of her husband, and 
accordingly she did so. Moved by her distress, and, 
indeed, most anxious themselves, Prosonno's three 
brothers set off in search of him. They looked far 
and near, every school and coUege was examined, aU 
his favourite haunts were explored, but he was no- 
where to be found. At last Nobo Kumar thought of 
Earn Doyal's house. They went thither ; Prosonno 
was not there, but Kam Doyal could give them some 
information about their brother, — ^he was in the house 
of a Christian missionary, and was determined to be- 
come a Christian himself. No whirlwind ever swept 
the earth with more unexpected fury; no thunder- 
bolt ever fell with more astounding vehemence than 
did this intelligence on the hearts of Prosonno's bro- 
thers. They hastened home to communicate it ; but 
how shall we describe the storm that followed ? Mo- 
hendro and his wife were, perhaps, the most bitter. 
" Spirited away, drowned, dying, anything (they ex- 
claimed) would have been better than this ! The 
honour of our family gonel Our son sold to the 
stranger 1 our daughter-in-law made a widow ! our 
caste in danger 1 the gods dishonoured ! Oh ! what 
could have drawn down this curse upon our heads ?" 
Kaminee, too, all her feelings for her husband 
changed, for the moment, into deadliest hate, abused 
him as a vile apostate, a heartless wretch, a renegade 
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from the faith of his fathers. But the family were 
not going to sit still and do nothing. Prosonno must 
be reclaimed, ere the fatal waters of Christian bap- 
tism should be poured over his headl For the rest, 
atonement might be made ; the caste he had abjured, 
in taking the food of an Englishman, might be re- 
stored by a feast to the brahmins. The sin, that it 
was in his heart to become a Christian, might also be 
forgiven by large gifts to the same powerful order of 
priests ; but baptized he must not be. He must be 
brought home, whether by foul means or fair, by force 
or persuasion, by false promises or threatenings ; and 
if no other means would avail to keep him at home, 
they would administer to him a noxious drug, which 
would for ever destroy his reason. What of that ? 
Anything was better than being a Christian ; and a 
son deprived of his reason was, at least, as good as a 
daughter. Such were the devices with which Satan 
Med the hearts of Prosonno's relatives ; but God, 
according to His gracious promise, permitted no 
weapon that wa^ formed against him to prosper. 

Mohendro and his sons immediately repaired to the 
residence of the missionary, where Prosonno Kumar 
was supposed to be, and, rushing into the house, they 
demanded an instant interview with him, at the same 
time accusing the missionary of having enticed hinn 
away by promises of a fine house, an English wife, 
and a beautiful carriage, though they knew he had 
done nothing of the kind. 

The good missionary bore all their reproaches with 
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perfect calmness, and remembering how much con- 
sideration was due to Mohendro's parental feelings, 
he at once most courteously led the way to the room 
where Prosonno was sitting. His head was resting 
on his hand, and his face wore an expression which 
plainly told how much he dreaded the approaching 
trial 

" Prosonno," said his father, thinking it best to try 
gentle means at the outset, "what has made you leave 
us in this manner ? My boy, you must return with 
me; your absence has turned our dwelling into a 
house of mourning ; your mother has neither eaten 
nor drank since you left, nor will she do so till you 
return. Your mother will die ; think of that ?" 

" Father, I would willingly go back," said Proson- 
no, "if it did not involve the sacrifice of my religion/' 

" What religion is that ?" said Mohendro; "but I 
can answer that question for you," he added, becom- 
ing very angry ; " your religion consists in dishonour- 
ing your father ; in causing your mother to die of 
grief; in forsaking the wife you promised but the 
other day to love and to cherish ; in preferring stran- 
gers to your own brethren ; in eatmg with Domes 
and Kowras, (the two lowest castes;) this is the 
Christian religion ; and in return for all you forsake, 
what do you get ? The pleasure of tasting beef ! 
O Prosonno, how could you have fallen so low? 
Besides you will not get all they promise ; they are 
great deceivers ; you will get no European wife ; the 
white ladies despise black men 1 " 
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" father," exclaimed Prosonno, " I thought you 
know me better than to believe me the despicable 
wretch you have described. No one has made me 
the promises you talk of. I want no wife, save my 
beautiful Kaminee ; and as for caring for the food 
you mention, I probably shall never taste it. It has 
been too long an object of abhorrence, for the feeling 
against it to be now set aside. But oh ! father, 
things more important far than these have drawn me 
to the religion of Christ. I feel I have a soul to be 
saved, sins to be pardoned, eternal joys to obtain ; 
and Christianity offers me these privileges without 
money and without price ; but it holds out no earthly 
advantages, save the sweet peace that always accom- 
panies the feeling that we have done our duty, and 
the knowledge that God has become our father, and 
wiU ever lead us in a right way. In embracing the 
religion of Christ, far from seeking worldly aggran- 
disement, I know that I must lose my mother and 
you, and lose all my share in your property. In the 
house in which I have hitherto been loved and re- 
spected I shall now be regarded in the light of a con- 
victed criminal. The lowest menial in your house 
wiU think himself degraded in sitting at meat with 
me. My wife, perhaps, wiU forsake me. I must 
leave our comfortable home and its abundance to earn 
a precarious subsistence, or, what is worse, until I 
obtain employment I must be dependent on my 
Christian friends for the bare necessaries of Kfe ; I 
must 
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" Prosonno," interrapted his eldest brother, " if 
you understand so well all the miseries connected 
with embracing this cursed religion, why will you 
persist in you purpose ? I can tell you, you will soon 
repent of having forsaken your forefathers' faith. Oh 
I shudder to think of it. The direst vengeance of 
our holy gods will fall on your head." 

" Holy gods ! say rather impious fiends," exclaimed 
Chondro aside, then continued aloud, " come, brother 
Surjo, it is no use arguing with Prosonno that way. 
Since you were young, you know English education 
haa been generaUy difflised, aad our first lesson in 
geography, which taught us that the world was round, 
also taught us that our Shastres were false, for they 
declare the world to be a huge flat mass, situated on 
the back of a tortoise ! " 

" Oh, I have no doubt all that is very fine," retorted 
Surjo. " I hate your English education from the 
bottom of my heart. It is sapping the very founda- 
tions of Hinduism." 

" But thank our stars, it is not establishing the 
truth of Christianity," continued Chondro. " No, 
brother, ChristianHy is no more true than Hinduism. 
I only wanted you to let me argue with Prosonno in 
my own way. Pray do not suspect me of having any 
prejudices in favour of that system, which I heartily 
join with you in terming accursed." 

" Well, well, go on, boy," said his father, " I think 
so far you are right in standing up in favour *of 
English education. I do not see that it has anything 
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in common with Christianity ; besides we cannot get 
on without it in these days. See how well you, who 
have received an English education, have prospered 
in the world, compared with your poor brother Surjo, 
who, skilled as he is in the lore of our Shastres, has 
never attained a higher office than that of a common 
Purohit^ (domestic chaplain,) with its miserable pit- 
tance. It cannot be helped, Surjo," he continued, 
** it would have been an injustice to the boys not to 
have had them taught EngUsh ; besides, I again repeat 
it, the knowledge of English has not been the means 
of bringing Prosonno to abjure his father's faith ; no, 
no, had he never met that accursed Earn Doyal, or 
this insidious smooth-tongued missionary, my boy 
would still have been a reverent Hindu." 

" Avaricious old fool," muttered Surjo, " thus is our 
holy religion ever sacrificed to the love of gain, and 
then we deceive ourselves with thinking that it is our 
misfortune, not our fault, that our sons bring ever- 
lasting disgrace on our name by choosing the God of 
the Enghsh." This was said aside, and Chondro, not 
hearing it, went on to join his father and brother in 
entreating Prosonno to return home with them. 

" Prosonno," he said, " you and I very weU know 
that there is but one God, and that everything in 
nature tells us that His worship is essentially spiritual 
To Him all nations are alike. He is neither pleased 
with rites and ceremonies, nor displeased with them. 
In the formulas of Hinduism, and in the religious 
services of Christianity, it is the spiritual principle 
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aJone, so to speak, which He accepts. In the former 
case the holy water, the sandal-wood, the rice, go for 
nothing ; in the latter the bended knee, the careless 
hymn, the quantity of words, are equally inefficacious ; 
the heart's adoration alone ascends to the Deity. That 
adoration you and I can both offer in our private 
rooms, each in our own way, without violating the 
great law of nature, gratitude to those who gave us 
being. " Come, come, Prosonno," he continued, " you 
can have nothing to urge against my argument, come 
home with us." 

" My dear brother," replied Prosonno, " I wish I 
could make you understand but half the pain I feel 
in being repeatedly obliged to refuse your request. 
What you have stated to be religion constitutes the 
creed of the Deist. But I am not such a one ; I am 
a Christian. I have a direct revelation from God, 
and in that revelation I find commands such as these : 

* Come out from among them and be ye separate, 
saith the Lord, and touch not the unclean thing : ' for 

* What concord hath Christ with Belial, and what agree- 
ment hath the temple of God with idols : ' and again, 

* He that loveth father or mother more than me is not 
worthy of me :' and again, * Kepent and be baptized ;' 
and yet again, * Let your light so shine before men, 
that ihey may see your good works and glorify your 
Father which is in heaven.' With such words before 
me what can I say ; must I not hearken to the voice 
of Qod rather than to the voice of man ?" 

" But oh, boy," exclaimed Mohendro, falling on 

F 
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Prosonno^s neck in an agony of tears, '^ that cannot 
be the voice of God which tells you to forsake yonr 
father ; to kill him with sorrow when he is old and 
gray-headed ; to embitter his last days with anguish ?" 

" No, no, father," exclaimed Prosonno ; " I did not 
say it w£U3 Christianity that commands me to forsake 
you ; but Hinduism will oblige me to do it ; oh! if it 
did not, how happy should I be! Father, father, let 
me f oUow the dictates of my own conscience and I 
will remain with you." 

"And what are they?" exclaimed Mohendro 
eagerly. 

" First, I must pubHcly receive Christian baptism," 
said Prosonno. Mohendro's countenance fell: all 
hopes of a compromise between Christianity and 
Hinduism were destroyed. His son went on — 
" Secondly, I can never bow my knee to an idol made 
with hands. Thirdly, permit me to attend the church 
of the Christians on Sundays for public worship ; and 
lastly, release me from the bonds of caste ; God has 
made all men of one blood, and who am I that I 
should place a difference between them ? AUow me 
then to sit at meat with my Christian brethren, be 
they EngKsh or Native, Brahmin or Kowra; and 
permit then; to visit me in your house, where I too 
must not refuse them the rites of hospitality.'' 

At that moment the missionary entered the room: 
he thought the conference had lasted long enough, 
and was unwilling that poor Prosonno should be 
subjected to an unnecessary trial. As he entered he 
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had heard Prosonno's concludiiig sentence and disap- 
proved of it. 

" My dear boy/' he said, " I have no doubt that 
you mean well, but in your zeal for Christianity, you 
forget that in his own house your father is master, 
and if he will kindly allow you to remain with him, 
I do not think you ought to offend his prejudices by 
stipulatmg that your Christian friends should eat in 
his house." 

" Oh, sir ! " exclaimed Prosonno, " I shall only be 
too glad to fall m with the wishes of my father, and 
reti^ with him, iflam not disobeying^comrkand 
of God. His word, you know, says, ' Use hospitality 
one to another without grudging.' " 

" Yes, that is true, my dear Prosonno," replied the 
missionary ; " but while you are not your own master, 
I do not see that it quite lies in your power to fulfil 
the apostle's injunction. Give up that condition, 
therefore, and so commend the Christian religion in 
your Ufe and conversation, that in process of time 
your father shall consider it an honour to receive a 
Christian into his house." 

" Hear him ! " exclaimed Mohendro, " come, come, 
sir, do not trifle with me; if you still persist in de- 
taining my son, I shall go to law about it, and so 
recover him. Do you know, sir, that you have wil- 
ftdly abducted, and are now forcibly keeping posses- 
sion of a minor, over whom no one has any control 
except myself." 

"Oh, father, father, how can you say that," ex- 
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claimed Prosoimo, "la minor ! why, I was sixteen 
two years ago I and reached the age of majority ac- 
cording to Hindu law." 

" Peace, you liar,'' retorted Mohendro, "have I 
not your horoscope, and will not that prove what I 
state?" 

"My good friend," said the missionary quietly, 
" when you first came into my house, you observed 
that for eighteen long years you had fed and sup- 
ported the boy who was ungrateM to you; it will 
not, therefore, now avail you to turn round and de- 
clare him under age. Besides, that I have abducted 
him, or now detain him agamst his wiU, you weU 
know from your son himself to be altogether untrue. 
On the contrary, I should be very much pleased were 
he able to live in your house always, pro?ided he 
might remain a Christian." 

" Yes, sir," said Prosoimo, " I have been telling 
my father that if he would but allow me Uberty to 
follow the precepts of my own religion, I would most 
gladly return home with him, and endeavour in every 
way to discharge my filial obligations to him and my 
mother." 

" Babu," said the missionary, turning to Mohendro, 
" what could be fairer than this ? Do, I beseech 
you, grant your son's request." 

"And defile our house, and taint our unsullied 
reputation, and incur everlasting disgrace," exclaimed 
Surjo angrily: "you know, sir, we cannot and will 
not receive a Christian, and therefore you taunt us ?" 
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" By no means," replied the missionary ; " Gkxi 
only knows the mental anguish, these harrowing 
scenes occasion me. Were I to listen to the dictates 
of feeling alone, I should say, * Take your son, and 
go in peace ;' but the Master whom I serve tells me 
that * every one that hath forsaken houses, or brethren, 
or sisters, or father or mother, or wife or children, or 
lands, for His sake, shall receive an hundredfold, and 
diall inherit everlasting life.' With this glorious 
promise set before him, can I do otherwise than urge 
Prosonno to persevere in the resolution he has adopted, 
that he may in the end receive what Gt)d has pro- 
mised, a crown of life ? No, no, I did not taunt you, 
but I had heard that your father was deeply attached 
to Prosonno, and I had fondly hoped that this would 
have induced him to be the first Hindu parent who 
would nobly come forward and say, * I am not master 
of my son's conscience and reason, and though he may 
differ from me as to the way in which God is to be 
worshipped, that forms no sufficient reason why I 
should cast him out from house and home." 

" Oh, sir, sir," exclaimed Mohendro, " how could I 
ever say that ? I should be hooted from society ; no 
one would eat with me, no one would associate with 
me, if I gave utterance to such a thought. No, 
rather than that, let me die; death is better than 
dishonour." 

" Babu, I am sorry for you," said the missionary 
gently, " and wish from the bottom of my heart that 
I could help you, but that seems impossible. One 
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thing, however, you must remember : it is Hinduism, 
not our religion of love, that causes this terrible sepa- 
ration. Had I a son who forsook Christianity and 
became an infidel, or a follower of Mohammed, my re- 
ligion would teach me to love and support him still, 
to use him tenderly, to try to win him back to the 
paths of holiness and truth by the most gentle and 
affectionate means. Tour religion under the same 
circumstances enjoins that you should cast away the 
erring child, (erring as you beKeve him to be ;) turn 
him out of house and home, and tear yourself from 
his love. Now, Babu, I appeal to your conscience 
and to your feeling, which of the two religions has 
justice and mercy on its side ?" 

Mohendro was moved, and the big tears coursed 
one another down his cheek. "This grief waa 
written on my forehead," he exclaimed, " and I sup- 
pose I must bear if (The Hindus believe each 
man's fate to be written in the forehead of the buman 
skull.) " But cannot, oh! cannot I escape it, sir?" he 
continued, turning to the missionary ; " allowing all 
you have said to be true, do in compassion to my 
weakness, advise the boy not to leave his old father ; 
oh do, sir ; and the blessings of our whole household 
will descend on you and yours." 

" My good friend," replied the missionary, weeping 
too, "your son is at perfect liberty to act as he pleases, 
but you must not ask me to advise him to choose 
Hinduism and abjure Christianity; I cannot do 
that." 
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" Come, come, father," said Smjo and Chondro 
both at once, " it is no use staying here. You need 
not suppose this fellow will help us ; for it is a weU- 
known fact that he gets a thousand rupees for every 
convert he baptizes; and we may trust any padri for 
letting slip an opportunity for making money. Come 
away ; we shaR get justice elsewhere." 

False and irritating as was this accusation, the 
missionary made no reply, but mildly begged that 
Prosonno might now be left alone. The two elder 
brothers, enraged beyond measure, dragged their 
father out of the room ; but Nobo still lingered be- 
hind. 

" Brother," he whispered, " you wiU not leave me 
io perish in Hinduism : — ^for that Hinduism is false 
I already see ; you wiQ instruct me in Christianity, 
and then we shall both be Christians together." 

" My dearest boy," said Prosonno, " if anything 
could tempt me to delay a public profession of Chris- 
tianity, it would be the hope of bringing you with me 
to the feet of Jesus ; but even for this I cannot en- 
danger my own soul's salvation. I wiU give you a 
Kble, Nobo, but I cannot go home with you." 

Well was it for Prosonno that he was thus firm ; 
for Nobo's specious speech had been put into his 
mouth by his wily brother Surjo, who had shrewdly 
guessed it would prove a better argument towards 
the gaining of their point than anything that had 
gone before. But on hearing this decided negative to 
his proposition the disappointed Nobo turned to go. 
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" Stay," said Prosonno, " I must have one word 
with you, Nobo, before you leave me. Give my 
precious wife my warmest love ; tell her, if I have 
injured her, she must forgive me ; I could not have 
acted otherwise than I have done. Tell her I now 
belong to the pure, the holy religion on which I held 
my last sweet conversation with her ; and above all, 
teU her, entreat her to come and join me, to take my 
Grod as her God. TeU her, she wiU never repent it. 
Nobo, tell her He will guide her until *death, and 
then receive her into everlasting glory." 

Nobo scarcely waited to hear the conclusion of his 
brother's sentence. In a moment he was gone, and 
Prosonno was left alone with the missionary. His 
long pent-up feelings now found vent in a copious 
flood of tears. 

" God ! '^ he exclaimed, " Thou only knowest 
the agonising trial this meeting has been to me, and 
I thank Thee for having supported me through it.'* 

But we must return to Mohendro and his sons, and 
follow them to their home. No sooner had they 
reached the threshold, than all the inmates of the 
house came crowding round them, and waited in 
breathless anxiety to hear the result of their inter- 
view with Prosonno. It was soon told. Every 
countenance fell. 

" He refused to come back to me ; to her who 
bore himl" exclaimed Prosonno's mother; and the 
poor woman f eU senseless on the floor ; for in the 
secret recesses of the Hindu mother's heart springs 
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up the same deep, deathless love, as flows from the 
bosom of the English mother to the child she has 
borne. Kaminee's grief was more silent, but not the 
less deep. She seemed determined to disguise her 
feelings, and with all the pride of injured woman 
exclaimed : — 

" He has made me a widow in the bloom of my 
youth, and I shall yet have my revenge. The gods 
are holy and just ; they will never let him go un- 
punished ! '' 

" Oh no,'* said Nobo ; " he has not made you a 
widow, he wants you to join him ; he has sent you a 
message ;" and he repeated it to Kaminee, not in the 
sweet spirit in which Prosonno spoke the words, but 
in a tone of bitter raillery, adding — 

" Of course you will go, sister, and the next thing 
we shall hear of you will be that you have been mak- 
ing merry at a feast, where men were your com- 
panions, where the viands were the loathsome flesh 
of the cow and the hog, and where the drink was 
intoxicating liquor.'* 

" Silence, Nobo," said Kaminee angrily. " But 
teU me, do you really mean to say that your brother 
had the effrontery to ask me to go to him ?" 

" Of course he had," replied Nobo : " I have told 
you his exact words." 

" Then here is my answer," exclaimed Kaminee ; 
" instead of love, teU him I send him deadliest hate ; 
instead of forgiveness, vengeance and anger ; tell him 
it is my religion which is pure and holy : his is un- 
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clean and bestial ; tell him I shall never take his God 
for my God ; tell him, I loathe him, I despise him, 
and as sure as the sun will rise in the heavens, so 
surely shall I utter a curse on his degenerate name 
before the altar of my god." 

" Softly, softly, daughter," said Mohendro sadly, 
" is he not your husband still? Oh 1 then do not 
curse him; have patience;" and a bright smile 
passed his face as he exclaimed, " have patience, 
Kaminee, we shall reclaim him yet, and yet be 
happy." 

During the evening of the same day, the mission- 
ary, in whose house Prosonno had taken refuge, re- 
ceived a summons to appear before a court of justice 
on the morrow, bringing with him the body of tiie 
minor he had forcibly abducted from such a place, 
on such a day. This was the legal wording of the 
document. The missionary, of course, prepared to 
obey it; but how differenrL tiie ma;mer in which 
the ensuing night was spent in his house to that in 
which its hours were employed in the dwelling of 
Mohendro. The home of the Hindu was all noise 
and confusion, wailing and lamentation ; at one 
moment an angry deity was propitiated with offer; 
ings and gifts, and the spirits of Prosonno's friends 
rose as the priest declared he could perceive omens 
which augured success to their plan ; at the next 
moment, when they remembered Prosonno's resolute 
refusal to return to Hinduism, and thought of his 
fixed will and ever-determined spirit, their hearts 
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died within them, and they knew he was gone from 
ihem never to return. 

In the Christian's dwelling another scene presented 
itself. During the eariy part of the night, one might 
have looked into a quiet room, and seen three indi- 
viduals sitting round a table with the holy volume 
of inspiration before them, poring over its blessed 
truths. These three individuals were Prosonno, the 
missionary, and his wife. They read together of the 
glorious things God has reserved for those that love 
Him. The advanced Christians encouraged the new 
convert, and he felt that he never before had experi- 
enced anything so sweet as real heartfelt sympathy, 
proceeding from love to the Lord Jesus Christ. They 
then knelt in prayer, heart joining with heart, in be- 
seeching Qod to preserve Prosonno on the coming 
day, to give him grace to make a good confession be- 
fore men, and to bring him forth out of the furnace 
like tried silver purified and ready for the Master s 
use. The prayer finished, they each retired to rest, 
and calm and holy was their repose until morning 
dawned. 

At length the time for the trial approached, and 
the court was crowded with expectant listeners. 
** Christianity will be foiled this time," exclaimed a 
bigoted old brahmin. "Nay," said another, "it is 
we who will be defeated ; as their own Shastre pre- 
dicts no weapon that is formed against Christianity 
seems to prosper.'* 

" But, Mohendro," said a third, " is rich ; he will 
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leave nothing untried ; surely by bribes and by pre- 
sents he will be able to gain his point." 

" And we have another thing in our favour," ex- 
claimed a fourth, "the magistrate is not one of 
those saintly Christians who always sides with the 
padries ; he is a liberal-minded man, and will be sure 
to see us righted, although we are Hindus." 

These remarks were interrupted by the entrance 
into the court's verandah of a closely-curtained palan- 
quin. Such an unusual spectacle attracted aU eyes, 
and the people's astonishment was heightened, when 
they saw a female, evidently rich and respectable, 
ahght from it. This was the mother of Prosonno ; 
she had never before appeared in public, and it was a 
heavy blow to the family pride that she did so now. 
Surjo and Chondro had violently opposed the measure, 
but all to no purpose. The mother had argued and 
re-argued the point, and had prevailed. What were 
forms and usages to her when her child's well-being 
was at stake ? She would lay them aside ; she would 
brave ridicule and iosult to see her boy once more. 
He must yield to her. He could never resist the 
appeal which only a mother's heart can make, nor 
withstand the eloquence to which a mother's tongue 
aldne can give utterance. Buoyed up with hopes 
such as these the poor woman walked up through the 
crowd towards the bencL Although she was deeply 
veiled, and immediately surrounded by her husband 
and sons ; although her case was so urgent and her 
grief so heavy, still the lip of scorn was everywhere 
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pointed at her, and one or two of the spectators, more 
daring and more unkind than the rest, did not hesi- 
tate to insult her openly with the expression of every 
variety of coarse and unfeeling jest. The magistrate 
saw this. His noble English feelings were moved at the 
indignity offered to the suffering woman, and beckon- 
ing to Mohendro, he showed him a private room, 
where Prosonno's mother might wait xmmolested 
until the arrival of her son. A few moments elapsed, 
and then Prosonno entered. He was supported on 
one side by the missionary, and on the other by his 
native Christian friend, Eam Doyal, who had himseK 
passed through a similar scene of trial, and was now 
whispering words of comfort and hope to his afflicted 
brother. Two European gentlemen also, friends of 
the missionary, accompanied this little party, to act 
as a kind of guard, in case Prosonno's relatives should 
attempt to use any violence towards him. The 
moment the crowd caught sight of the young man a 
buzz of exultation arose. 

" We are sure of gaining our cause," was heard on 
every side. " See how faint and ill the boy looks. 
The padries must have kept him inclose confine- 
ment. Shame upon them. Their evil practices will 
come out now." The trial then proceeded with the 
usual forms. Soon it was proved, to the entire satis- 
faction of all, that the missionary, far from abducting 
Prosonno, had received him into his house, only at 
his own most urgent request. Granting this to be 
true, Mohendro now deposed that his son was und^ 
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age, and on this ground required him to be restored 
to his guardianship. The magistrate shook his head, 
i*emarking — " To me the lad looks as if he had almost 
attained our English age of majority, instead of being, 
as you say, a minor, according to Hindu law; but 
what have you in proof of your assertion that your 
son is under age ? " Mohendro immediately produced 
Prosonno's horoscope, supposed to have been drawn 
out on the day of his birth. According to this docu- 
ment, his age was just fifteen years and nine months. 
But the moment Prosonno saw it he sprang up with 
unaffected indignation, exclaiming, "You do not 
mean to say, father, that is my horoscope : indeed, 
sir, it is not mine ;" and the magistrate at once per- 
ceived it was a wicked forgery. Merely observing 
therefore that the paper looked remarkably clean and 
new, he continued, " Keligion is a subject on which 
every individual, able to discriminate between truth 
and falsehood, must be allowed the right of private 
judgment. I shall therefore question your son, and 
if I find him of sound mind and good imderstanding, 
shall leave him at liberty to follow the dictates of his 
own conscience. Prosonno's friends were prepared 
for this emergency, and Surjo immediately stepped 
forward to say — 

" I am the elder brother of that young man, sir, 
and am ready to take my oath that he has been im- 
becile since his birth, and is not accountable for any 
of his actions." 

" Your brother shall speakfor himself;" answered the 
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magistrate sternly, " and then we shall soon be able to 
decide on the truth of your statement. Now, young 
man,'' he continued, turning to Prosonno, " did you, 
as has been deposed by this missionary gentleman, go 
to his house yesterday morning and beg to be allowed 
to remain there?" 

" I did, sir," answered Prosonno, " and had I con- 
sulted my own wishes only I should have left my 
home for the house of the missionary a month since ; 
but he it was who desired me to wait and consider the 
subject maturely before I made the important decision ; 
and it was only yesterday, when he felt satisfied I had 
done so, that he consented to receive me." 

" And what were your reasons for determining to 
become a Christian? " asked the magistrate. 

" In the first place, sir," said Prosonno, " I knew 
that the idolatrous worship of Hinduism must be 
utterly false ; in the second place, I believed Christi- 
anity to be the true religion revealed by God to man, 
and therefore I determined to adopt it." 

" What led you to this belief, yoilng man ?" said 
the magistrate. 

" Sir," said Prosonno, " it would be out of place 
here were 1 to lay before you the evidences of Chris- 
tianity ; let me assure you, however, I have studied 
them with attention, and feel satisfied in my own 
mind that my choice has been made in accordance 
with Qod's will." 

" But let me ask you to name some of those evi- 
dences, for the satisfaction of your friends ?" 
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" In the first place, sir/' said Prosonno, "a reUgion 
which professes to be Divine must point to a way of 
reconciliation between God and man. Now, Hinduism 
can show us no such way of reconciliation ; whereas 
Christianity, by the death of Jesus Christ, affords an 
adequate atonement for sin. This grand docttne of 
an atonement, the glory of Christianity, and hers 
aJone, (for no other system can boast of it,) were 
surely enough in itself to show the Divine origin of 
that system : but there are other proofs in its favour 
neither few nor smalL The morality of its precepts 
I would place among the first of these proofs. Eeli- 
gious teachers and ancient philosophers without num- 
ber have communicated moral maxims to their fol- 
lowers, and written treatises on certain moral duties ; 
but it is the Bible alone that teaches us a system 
based on infallible principles of truth and justice, — ^a 
system complete in all its parts, a system that utterly 
disavows every erroneous motive to obedience, and 
declares that evil lies not only in the acts of a man, 
but in his intentions. So pure is its morality that no 
man ever came up to it. Surely, then, this wondrous 
system, — ^a system far superior to any given us by the 
most enlightened moralists, originated not witti its 
expounders, men of no education, and mean birth ; 
but it came, as they profess it did, from Grod himself. 

" Say on, young man," continued the judge. 

" The miracles of the Bible, sir," said Prosonno, 
" afford another striking proof of its Divine author- 
ship. These miracles were not wrought in secret by 
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juggling prieste interested in the honour of their 
temple and their own profit ; but they were wrought 
over a whole country, in the presence of thousands, 
for the good of all, and by men who were only perse- 
cuted for their pains. Some of these miracles have 
monuments and ceremonies commemorative of them 
observed to the present day, — such as the resurrection 
of Christ, which is commemorated by the change of 
the Sabbath from the seventh day of the week to the 
first. This miracle alone is sufficient proof that the 
Christian religion is the revealed truth of God. But 
there are other evidences to the same effect in— 

The prophecies of the Bible, 

The effects of Christianity, and 

The universality of the Christian religion. 

" My dear friends," proceeded Prosonno, as, warm- 
ing with his subject, he turned towards the crowd, — 
" Oh, that you would lay to heart this last evidence 
which I have adduced in favour of the blessed reli- 
gion I this day embrace. Surely, surely no reUgion 
can be from God that is not universal. Has He not 
made all men alike? Must we not allow that the 
food that nourishes an Englishman would nourish us 
too ; that his clothing would warm us, and his medi- 
cine heal us ? Undoubtedly we must allow this. 
Are, then, our moral natures different? — I do not 
see that they are. We have the same feelings, the 
same aspirations, the same joys, the same sorrows, 
the same wants. We, therefore, need the same 
moral and intellectual food to nourish our hearts and 

G 
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minds, and the same moral medicine to cure our sin- 
sick souls. Now, the religion of the Hindus, from a 
very necessity of its nature, excludes the people of all 
other lands from participating in its benefits. This 
seems to me to prove clearly that it has not come 
from a Being whom we allow to be the very essence 
and soul of love. Christianity, on the other hand, is 
a religion for all. All nations and all ranks come 
within the operation of its conunands. 

" As it gives no directions respecting food, dress, 
language, manners, but leaves these externals entirely 
alone, dealing solely with the spirit that should govern 
all, so people of every country are able to enrol them- 
selves among its followers. And what a blessed reh- 
gion it is 1 So exalted in its conceptions that the 
mightiest human intellect has never fuUy compre- 
hended its heights and depth; and yet so simple, that 
the ignorant need not err therein. It enriches the 
poor man by making him an heir of Grod ; it dries 
the tear of the mourner; it speaks peace to the 
troubled conscience; it soothes the bed of pain, and 
whispers hope to the dying. My dear friends, I must 
be a Christian, and would to Grod you were all Chris- 
tians too." 

When Prosonno had concluded every eye was 
turned, in breathless expectation, to the magistrate. 
Each thinking man among that great crowd felt that 
Christianity had triumphed. One exclaimed: — 
** Well, the padries have made good use of their time 
with that young man, at any rate 1 " A white-headed 
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brahmin moved sadly and silently out of the court, 
murmuring to himseK, " Our gods are fallen, are fal- 
len." And a third gnashed his teeth at the mission- 
ary, in impotent rage. 

Mohendro alone seemed to hope on. He had 
heard Prosonno's words indeed, but they had conveyed 
no meaning to his mind; he had stood as if in a 
dream, his whole soul filled with one agonising 
anxiety, — ^that of being able to call his son his own 
once more: and now that he had finished speaking, the 
poor old man, scarce conscious of what he did, clasped 
the feet of the magistrate, exclaiming hurriedly, "He 
may go home with us now, may he not, sir ?" Even 
the official was moved; but he replied, decidedly 
though kindly, " No, I cannot oblige your son to do 
that ; he has embraced Christianity, and given most 
excellent reasons for so doing ; he is at liberty to go 
where he will, and will return, I suppose, as he came, 
with the missionary." Mohendro uttered a sUght 
scream and would have fallen had not Surjo and 
Chondro, who had foreseen the termination of this 
dreaded scene, stepped forward and supported him. 
" He has not yet seen his mother," said Mohendro. 
The magistrate heard his words, and said immedi- 
ately, " Young man, I had forgotten ; your mother 
waits for you in the adjoining room ; go to her, and 
go alone." 

Prosonno turned to the door indicated, his whole 
frame quivering with excess of emotion. In vain he 
attempted to walk with his wonted firm step, silent 
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agony convulsed his every movement, his hand was 
cold as marble, and, as if to gain a momentary relief, 
he pressed it over his bmning brow, where the large 
veins, distended and swollen, told the tale of mental 
anguish he would fain have concealed. Involuntarily 
a prayer escaped his lips, " Saviour, thou of woman 
bom, look and pity;" and Prosonno was in his 
mother's presence. 

" My treasure, my moon, the star of my life, what 
have my ears heard this day," she exclaimed, bursting 
into a flood of bitter tears, " that you are going to 
leave me ! Leave me who have borne you in sorrow, 
have loved you from your babyhood, have nourished 
and cherished you till you have become a man 1 You 
leave me! No, no, it is all a dream, a hideous 
dream ; but it is past, we are awake now ; you will 
go home with us, my boy : yes, yes ; I know you wiU." 

" Mother, mother," exclaimed Prosonno, " this is 
killing me. Oh, desist I or you wiU drive me mad ; 
my God 1 this is a sacrifice, but not too costly for 
thine altar," murmured the poor young man in vainly 
suppressed agony ; " mother, you must let me go." 

" Let you go, never — never 1 jewel of my exist- 
ence," shrieked the heartbroken woman, clasping her 
son in her arms, and resting her head on his shoulder; 
while she poured forth a gush of Oriental imagery, at 
one time the most touchingly plaintive, at another, 
frantic with wild despair. " How dark it is ! no sun, 
no moon, no stars, all have set in wrath. Woe is 
me I What have I done to bring down this curse on 
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my head ? My child, you have been the Kght of our 
house ; will you leave it dark, and cold, and drear ? 
I cannot live without you ; your love has been to me 
what the dew is to the flowers ; what the cool shady 
thicket is to the hunted fawn ; what the protecting 
boughs of the peepul tree are to the little birds when 
lightnings are abroad ; what the luscious melon with 
its rills of sugared juice is to the traveller in the 
desert. I cannot Uve without you, my moon of gold, 
my star of silver, my necklace of pearl, my diamond, 
my jewel, my bird, my heart-treasure. Oh, if you do 
not return your mother must die, must die. Bring 
me the poison cup, I will drink it ; pierce my heart 
with a dagger, and let my life blood flow ere I see 
the child I have nursed and cherished leave me to 
herd with unclean Christians, with filthy outcasts. 
Pah I must that rosy mouth, never touched by any- 
thing but fruit and milk and sweetmeats, be defiled 
with the accursed flesh of the heifer and the hog I 
Must those coral lips which have never quaffed aught 
but heaven s own drinks, the limpid water, or the 
juice of the cocoa and the palm, be now stained and 
besmeared with that disgusting, reason-destroying 
English liquor they call wine? Pah I it must not 
be ! it must not be I " shrieked the half firantic woman 
in unaffected horror. 

" Mother, mother," interposed Prosonno, speaking 
wildly and hurriedly ; " do not, oh, I entreat you, do 
not go on in this way ; I cannot tell you how precious 
your love is to me, more precious than aught else, 
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ply to the questions he anticipated would be put to 
him publicly at his baptism, while the good mission- 
ary seemed lost in a reverie of a different kind. He 
was looking into the future, and vision after vision 
rose up before his mental eye. Now his young con- 
vert, as the bold and fearless evangelist, was carrying 
the word of life to distant villages ; then matured by 
age and experience, he was pastor of the missionary's 
own Native Church, leaving him free to go through 
the length and breadth of the land, a true successor 
of the apostles ; and then, as the view extended, his 
eye grew brighter, for he saw a great white throne, 
and round it the countless myriads of the redeemed. 
Prosonno was there with his flock, and numerous 
other converts were there, whom he could then only em- 
brace in the arms of faith, and he heard a voice from 
out the throne say, " Well done I thou good and faithful 
servant." Kam Doyal alone was evidently not at ease. 
He looked suspiciously among the trees. At length 
he appeared to see something, and sprang out of the 
carriage, exclaiming, " I feared it ; I feared this waa 
but a false peace." But it was all too late. Mohen- 
dro's influence and money had bribed the retainers of 
a wealthy acquaintance, and fifty armed men sur- 
rounded them instantly. To drive through the crowd 
was impossible. Two men took hold of the horses' 
heads: three others dragged the ccJachman from the 
box and kept him prisoner : while Eam Doyal, with 
a bravery of which the Bengalee is said to be incap- 
able, was wrestling hand to hand with two athletic 
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soldiers from the Punjab, who stayed his progress in 
going for help ; when Surjo's voice was heard calling 
out distinctly, " Fools, let the Christian dog alone ; it 
is my brother, men — ^my brother — that we want/' 

To push the missionary violently to one side of the 
road, and drag the defenceless Prosonno out of the 
carriage, was the work of a second. The next found 
him bruised and blindfolded at the bottom of another 
vehicle, which dashed over the stones with the speed 
of Kghtning. 

The missionary and Earn Doyal stood as in a 
dream. In a moment, as if by magic, their convert, 
horses, carriages, armed men, aU had disappeared, 
and they were left in utter darkness 1 The ruffians 
had accomplished their object : to elude justice was 
now their only care. With heavy hearts the two 
Christians pursued their way to the church ; their 
hopes had been cruelly blasted, and " some natural 
tears they shed;" but they were not utterly cast 
dowxi : for a still small voice whispered, " Lo, I am 
with you alway." At length the missionary broke 
out with the words ; " What an iniquitous piece of 
business ; Earn Doyal I we must bring it before the 
civil authorities to-morrow morning.'' 

** Sir," replied Kam Doyal, " if I might venture to 
make a suggestion, I should say no to that proposi- 
tion." 

"Indeed, why so?" 

" Because, sir, notwithstanding aU we may say to the 
contrary, there certainly is a floating idea among the 
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people, intangible enough to be sure, but existing for 
all that, that Christianity progresses in India because 
it is the religion of the conquerors of the country; 
and I think we ought to avoid any act which might 
tend to foster in the remotest degree an idea so 
inimical to vital Christianity. Suppose we apply to 
the magistrate and succeed through him in discover- 
ing my poor friend, which result I confess appears to 
me exceedingly improbable ; supposing even he were 
to make a fuU confession of his faith in Christ, still 
we could not avoid the impression going abroad that 
he became a Christian through the ioterference of 
the British Government/' 

The missionary replied musingly, " There is some- 
thing in that: but would you do nothing for poor 
Prosonno?" 

" Only what the Church did for Peter ; pray for 
him unceasingly ; he belongs to that flock of whom 
it is written, 'not one of them shaU perish;' and 
mark my words, sir, he wiU be deUvered safe to us 
again." 

" But are you not afraid of personal violence for 
him? These great Hindu famiKes are not strangers 
to the properties of poisons, and know how to use 
them too ; do they not ? Female dishonour is often 
hidden io death ; do you think they would hesitate to 
use the same means to put a son out of the way, 
where that son was likely to cast an iodelible blot on 
the family name ? Or, even if they considered this 
88 going too far, they might administer to him, what 
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always seemed to me to be a device of Satan's own, 
that mind-destroying drug so weU-known in these 
parts. Pah ! to think of that noble intellect being 
crashed for ever ; I dare not contemplate it ! " 

''Pardon me, sir, but I cannot think it at all 
likely his friends wonld resort to such measures. I 
would fain believe that the stories we hear respecting 
these matters are somewhat exaggerated: at any rate, 
they never came under my personal observation/' 

" I am most thankful to hear you say so, Kam 
Doyal; Grod grant that our dear young friend be 
preserved from all evil : but I feel sad, very sad for 
him." 

To return to the party in the carriage. For some 
moments, neither of the two brothers spoke a word. 
Prosonno was stunned. The faith, the hope, the holy 
joy that a moment before had been his, whither had 
they flown ? The darkness that wrapt his physical 
vision was not more dense than the darkness that had 
fallen upon his heart. "Was there a Grod in heaven 
aftec aU ?" "If Christ were God indeed, would He 
have allowed so shameful a defeat to His cause as 
this ?" were questions that came across his mind, but 
died away unanswered on his lips. " Oh, would to 
heaven," exclaimed the young man in the bitterness 
of his grief, "would to heaven that the whole universe 
were annihilated if it were only just to settle by fair 
experiment whether Christianily or Hinduism had 
the slightest claim to truth. Fool I how do I know 
that that would settle it ? How do I know that it 
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might so be settled? Most likely they are both 
myths. Perhaps I am a myth, or a mere seeming; 
I wonder if aught of * Master I ' will remain when 
this world has ceased to be. Is there a world? Yes, 
I have proofs. Dogmatist I what are proofs ?" 

Corn-age I poor faltering disciple. The tempter has 
laid his deep snares for you ; and for the moment he 
has wellnigh prevailed. He has landed you at the 
very bottom of the bottomless pit ; but courage I a 
Greater than he hath the key of that pit, and He will 
lead you safely ; it may be through intricate mazes, 
and dark underground passages ; it may be by a way 
that you know not ; but be assured He will lead you 
safely into the green pastures of His grace, into the 
sunlight of His presence ! 

Surjo saw that his brother Prosonno's thoughts 
were wandering far from the immediate cause of 
trouble, for instead of trying to free himself, he was 
lying as he had been thrown, motionless at the bot- 
tom of the carriage; and yet he was not seriously 
hurt. His brother had prevented that. Interpreting 
his stillness to imply indifference on the subject of 
going home, or perhaps even positive pleasure that he 
had thus been rescued, before he had made the final 
sacrifice, and knowing that all fear of a pursuit was 
ended now, Surjo briskly tore off the bandages from 
his eyes, and attempted jocosely to rally his brother 
on his escapade among the Christians. It was a 
feeble attempt at best. The moment he caught 
sight of his brother s pale sorrow-stricken face, he 
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saw that the arrow had entered into his soul, and he 
changed his tone to one of persuasion and remon- 
strance. 

" Come, come, Prosonno," he said, " I am sure if 
the truth were known, you are as glad as I am, that 
you are well out of the hands of those Christians, with 
their abominable practices and delusive hopes." 

" Delusive or not, brother, I was happy in them an 
hour ago ; and what have you given me in their 
place? The blackness of despair: for a Hindu I 
will never, never be again. You will make me an 
infidel, and the life and death of an infidel are worse 
than the life and death of a beast. That I well 
know. Yes, it is coming to that. Heaven, earth, 
hell, are aU disappearing; I am disappearing. 
God (if there be a God,) blot me out of this hateful 
universe." Surjo was not prepared for this sudden 
outburst, but he was wUy enough to take advantage 
of it. 

" Just so, brother," he said, "just so. If your God 
had been really God, could He not have delivered you 
out of my hands ? Your God, indeed I The cudgels 
of a few strong Rajpoots proved stronger than He, 
when put to the proof I And you were about to 
trust yourself to a Gtod like that ? A good thing I 
am sure, that there are some people in the family 
left in possession of their senses, or you would have 
been I know not where by this time ! " Were not 
these words a very echo of those suggested by Satan 
to Prosonno's own heart but a moment ago? And 
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yet coming from the lips of another, and clothed as 
they were now in this awM tangible form, they 
roused the better spirit of the young man, and he ex- 
claimed almost fiercely, " Do not blaspheme ; do not 
blaspheme. What did I say ? Forget what I said. 
My Grod is God ; He will save me yet. He has a 
pui-pose to accomplish by this ; yes, a purpose, and 
you shaU feel it and acknowledge it." 

Prosonno did not himself then know the terrible 
import of his words, nor how KteraUythey were 
destined to be accomplished at a later period. 

" Where are you taking me ?" he next inquired ; 
" we are not on our way home." 

"Home!" replied Surjo, "no, not home; your 
flight made that too hot for us ; it used to be sur- 
rounded from morning till night by a set of imper- 
tinent priests, declaring we had aU lost caste, through 
this foolishness of yours I Think of that. Master 
Prosonno I Think of our father, the pure and austere 
Hindu, who never neglected a pujah in his life ; think 
of his being told that he had now no name or place 
in Hinduism, and all for you, you wretch ; my blood 
boils at the bare recollection of it, curse you ! " 

" Did he curse me ?" 

" No, he quieted the brahmins with gifts of money 
as well as he could, and told them you were insane, 
and a thousand other things : but nothing would do ; 
the more they got the more they wanted; it was 
insult and extortion, and extortion and insult, from 
day to day, till we could bear it no longer. And then 
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your wife's father brought things to a climax by 
coming to claim his daughter, and insinuating that 
we had encouraged and abetted your becoming a 
Christian for the sake of pecuniary gain; and that 
Kaminee was intended as a sacrifice on the same 
shrine." 

"Did father let her go?" 

" No, he did not," replied Surjo, eagerly drawing 
encouragement from the first gleam of interest that 
had lighted up Prosonno's languid countenance. 
" No, he said he would on no accoimt part with 
Kaminee, for he believed that she would be the one 
attra<=tion that might possibly draw you home again." 

Prosonno murmured, "My darling, and I could 
have you again by only — but no, I must not, will not ; 
for he that loveth father, or mother, or wife, more than 
Christ, is not worthy of Him ; and, so help me God, I 
will be foimd worthy." 

Surjo thought it best not to seem to hear, and went 
on — " Well, it was with great difficulty that we got 
your father-in-law away, and he went vowing ven- 
geance on the whole family, in case Kaminee was 
persuaded to join you, and muttering something about 
returning at night to carry her off by stealth; but 
that disgrace was not to be risked, so we adjourned to 
uncle's house in the country, and there you will find 
us all." 

Prosonno asked no more questions. Escape from 
his uncle's house would be ten times more difficult 
than from their house in town; that he knew, but 
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loving trust was fast retuming to him, and to that 
faith stone waUs and iron bars presented no barrier 
whatever. 

Hard driving for four hours brought them to their 
destination. As they approached the gate, a flaring 
torch held out of the carriage (a sign previously 
agreed upon) showed the family within that Surjo 
had been successful ; and a wild shout of triumphant 
Hori Bol rang through the halls, though it was near 
midnight, and retainers and household servants now 
joined in full chorus. Never a word did Prosonno 
utter, whUe he was literally dragged out of the car- 
riage amid joyful congratulations and noisy vocifera- 
tion ; his father burst into tears and fell on his neck ; 
while Chondro and Nobo had a thousand questions to 
ask respecting the plan of escape and the discomfiture 
of the hated missionary ; but as long as the object of 
all this rejoicing continued dejected and silent, their 
triumph was incomplete; so they bethought them- 
selves of sending Prosonno to the women's apartments 
in hope that his mother might be successful in rousing 
him from his seeming apathy. As he went along, 
Prosonno carefully took notice of each unguarded 
passage, or frail-looking bar, laying up his observa- 
tions for future use. His mother met him in the 
verandah. At sight of her his long pent-up feelings 
found vent for the first time, and he burst into a flood 
of tears. " mother, mother, this was not right 
of you !" he exclaimed, "why have you brought me 
back after all I told you in the court? I am a 
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Christian by choice, quite uninflueuced by anything 
the missionary might say or think ; indeed I am. 
mother, why did you not believe me ? Now I am of 
all men the most miserable. You keep me from 
joining the Christians, and a Hindu I can never be 
a^in. I see no shore to my sea ; this boundless ocean 

" But why should you not be a Hindu again, my 
boy?" asked his mother, mistaking his meaning; - 
"atonement shall be made for you; we shall spare 
no expense. Oh ! my child, we would rather beggar 
ourselves to the last farthing, than that you should 
be put out of caste. Besides, you have not really lost 
caste. You have not been baptized. That hateful 
charm has not been uttered in yoiu: ear. The morsel 
of beef has not been put into your mouth ! Oh ! say it 
has not I" 

"No, mother, of course not; nor would it have 
been had I been baptized. Baptism has no charm 
nor montro, nor has it anything whatever to do with 
food. It is a washing with pure water, in token of 
faith, that thus the soul is purified from all sin and 
uncleanness." 

" So they made you believe," said the woman ; " so 
they made you believe : you would have found it as I 
teU you ; but the gods be praised, that calamity has 
been averted. Prosonno, would you not like to 
see your wife again, your beautiful, your much loved 
wife ?" she continued. " I know you would ; but no 
wife can be yours, until you have made full atone- 

H 
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ment. Kaminee said she would rather die than see 
you whilst you are out of caste ; so that the sooner 
you make up your mind the better. To the Chris- 
tians you do not return : your alternatives are these ; 
either a life of imprisonment and suflPering, or your 
former life, as the darling of the family, the light of 
our dwelling." 

" Then I choose the former," said the noble young 
man. " mother, I had wished to see Kaminee 
to-night, I had so much to say to her. But since 
that is denied me, show me into a room ; I want to be 
alone ; to think and to pray." 

The poor mother hardly knew her son again. His 
very phraseology was altered. " What is it to pray ? " 
she thought. But she did not think long about that. 
Her mother's instinct told her he wanted rest, and 
putting him into a quiet though well-guarded room, 
she left bim with a sad countenance and an anxious 
heart. 

Except in the case of Prosonno, who snatched a 
couple of hours' refreshing sleep towards the morn- 
ing, no other eye of all that vast household was closed 
in slumber that night. The brahmins were sent for 
to plan and devise how the erring one might be re- 
ceived into caste, as quickly as possible. They were 
all of one opinion ; Prosonno must give his full and 
free consent, or the thing could not be done. The 
atonement was to be made by the young man shaving 
off the hair of his head, and his moustache, before 
some idol shrine, and then offering some hundred 
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rupees' worth of cowrie shells, which were afterwards 
to be taken by the brahmms. These brahmins were 
also to have large gifts in money, and a sumptuous 
feast. Thus it was supposed the justice of their gods 
would be satisfied, their anger be appeased, and the 
sinner be saved ! But the morning brought with it 
no change in the constancy of Prosonno. He deeply 
felt the degradation of having his breakfast served 
out to him, much in the same fashion as it would 
have been to a dog, and that in a house where every 
one but a few days since would have delighted to do 
him honour. But even this disgrace he knew had 
been borne by his Master, when in the house of the 
proud Pharisee. He was treated as a common car- 
penter's son, and denied the salutation kiss and the 
anointing oil that would have been accorded had he 
come of a higher caste ; and Prosonno loved to sufier 
with his Master. 

His relatives grew more and more anxious, and de- 
termined to carry out a system of operations that had 
proved successful in similar cases. Knowing that 
Christianity is a religion of holiness, and that no men 
of evil lives care to embrace it, they were ready utterly 
to corrupt his moral nature, and lead him by the 
practice of wickedness from the religion which he had 
in heart embraced. Wine and dancing-girls were on 
several occasions introduced into the house, and, as if 
in kindness, he was urged by their means to shake off 
the sadness in which he lived. But strong in faith, 
putting his whole trust in the mighty help of God, he 
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was able to resist the spells and sorceries that had 
bfeen prepared for his ruin : again and again he re- 
fused to listen to " the voice of the charmer," and re- 
solutely shut himself up in the silence of his own room, 
which he barred from the inside against the intrusion 
of temptations so dangerous and destructive. Many 
bitter days followed in Prosonno's history. The plans 
of his relatives had been frustrated ; their money had 
been thrown away; each moment the priests were 
becoming more clamorous that the atonement should 
be made ; failing that, they threatened to put the 
whole family out of caste for harbouring a Christian. 
They wanted their gifts, and they knew this threat 
would hasten them. The mother's heart yearned to 
embrace her son. The wife pined in her widowhood. 
Grief and shame were fast doing their work on the 
old father ; his hair had grown whiter, and his step 
less steady, during the last few days. The stem and 
bigoted Surjo, who considered himself in some sort 
the head of the family, bit his lip with rage each 
time a slur was cast on the honour of that family. 
The uncle hinted he had had enough of strange 
doings in his house, and that he would be glad to be 
left in quiet once more. The grandmother, sad, 
silent, tearful, stole softly backwards and forwards 
from Prosonno's room, (now become a prisoner s cell,) 
and said nothing. But she watched, and watched, 
and watched; what did the old woman suspect? 
She had constituted herself Prosonno's sole atten- 
dant ; everything that he ate she prepared with her 
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own hands, and she was jealous lest any one should 
do aught for her favourite ; perhaps it was this that 
made her so watchftd. 

His relatives had almost given up speaking to the 
young Christian, except to load him with invective. 
Wine, women, pleasure, money, had all been offered 
him utterly in vain. Hinduism had nothing more to 
offer; so now it resorted to persecution, to cruelty, to 
abuse. But for his grandmother, who insisted that 
starvation was not the way to win him over, Pro- 
sonno would have been fed on rice and water. As it 
was, every luxury and comfort were denied him. His 
bed was taken away, smoking was forbidden ; coarse 
dothes were substituted for his fine ones ; he was not 
allowed to go to either tank or river for the purposes 
of bathing, (an immense privation to a Bengalee ;) 
and, worst of all, he had no books, no writing mate- 
rials, no employment of any kind, and faculties less 
delicately balanced, constitutions less tenderly organ- 
ised, have suffered under such an ordeal as this. A 
man could hardly go through it, and come out im- 
changed. Surjo seemed to calculate on this. He 
constantly affirmed that his brother was becoming 
insane, and that he was not accountable for his ac- 
tions ; though an unprejudiced examiner would have 
discovered nothing beyond the deep dejection of his 
mind, consequent on the painful circumstances in 
which he was placed. However that might be, he 
mianaged to raise the question among the brahmins, 
(without seeming to be the propounder of it,) whether 
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or no atonement could be made for a man out of his 
senses. There was much discussion on the subject, 
and a variety of opinions was expressed. Only on 
one point the disputants were agreed; that atone- 
ment was impossible, imless the subject of it were 
willing thus to receive absolution. Just as they 
arrived at this condusion, Surjo by chance happened 
to pass through the room. 

" It seems to me, gentlemen," he remarked, with a 
slight degree of irritation and impatience in his tone; 
" it seems to me, that you are wasting your time over 
a mere quibble. An idiot may be persuaded to any- 
thing, and, I fancy, would make no stronger objection 
to having his sins pardoned in any way you chose, 
than he would make to a good dinner. Why not 
say at once, an idiot may be saved ?" 

" Ah, I see, I see," muttered the oldest brahmin, 
on whose clouded intellects Surjo's words seemed 
to have thrown a new light. " Well, then, suppose 
we do say that a man out of his senses may be put 
aU right." 

" Thank the gods, that admission is something 
tangible at last," murmured Surjo between his teeth, 
as he glided, snake-like, out of the apartment. 

In the meanwhile, the ladies, always the most 
credulous, the most superstitious, and the most loving 
of the human family, set on foot a curious ceremony, 
the purpose of which was to gain back for his wife 
those lost affections which he and the rest foolishly 
believed Prosonno had bestowed on some strange 
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woman among the Christians. A wily magician was 
sent for, a brahmin of the very lowest class. His 
peculiar talent lay in the art of Bosee Koron, or 
making one man subject to another ; and Kaminee, 
with tears in her eyes, related every particular of her 
sad story, and begged him to use all his divinations, 
to make her husband's heart yield to her once more, 
as it was wont to do in times past. He declared he 
could accomplish this difficult matter, but only with 
immense pain and danger to himself ; and that, there- 
fore, like all other things that such men have to do 
with, it would cost a great deal of money — six pounds, 
he said. Kaminee readily agreed to his demand, and 
so he proceeded with his incantations. He first 
asked for a suitable apartment in the house, where 
he erected a small rude altar to Chondi, one of the 
numerous forms of the goddess Durga, surrounded 
the shrine with leaves of the mango tree, and offered 
on it rice, vermilion, and other such articles. Ten 
whole days, the magician said, he must spend before 
this idol, repeating various charms and prayers. For 
the next ten days, a prayer must be daily offered at a 
place where three roads meet. For ten days after 
that, incantations and offerings were to be presented 
to the Granges ; and, most horrible of all, the three 
days succeeding those were to be q)ent by the magi- 
cian at the burning-place of the dead, amid half-con- 
sumed bodies, dying men, and corpses, in every stage 
of putrefaction; the last rite of all being that he 
should get the corpse of a Pariah, and seating him- 
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self on its chest, he should invoke Durga with special 
earnestness. It was expected that the goddess would 
then appear to him ; but to try his faith, it would be 
in a form, and with a countenance, calculated to ex- 
cite only his worst passions. If, instead of yielding 
himself up to them, he had the presence of mind to 
say, at the right moment, " Holy mother, now thou 
art here, grant me my request," — ^then all would be 
well, and on the thirty-third day, Kamiijee would find 
her husband all her own agaia ; but if, on the con- 
trary, the magician were to allow evil thoughts to fill 
his heart at the sight of the goddess, then the ghost 
of the dead Pariah, on whose body he was seated, 
would suddenly appear, leap on him and strangle 
him, and he would never be heard of more ! 

But, oh, those long three-and-thirty days ! How 
were their weary hours to be dragged along, while a 
foul outcast remained in the house, while the family 
was momentarily threatened with a suspension of all 
its religious privileges I No, they could not wait, it 
was impossible ; something else must be done. So, at 
least, thought Surjo. Besides, he had not much faith 
in the magician's power over a Christian. " Physical 
force is the only tlung for these men,'' muttered he ; 
" as for charms, we have tried those already ; but they 
have a counter-charm ready for all emergencies." 
Heathen ! you spoke truth there without knowing it. 
The Christian has a counter-charm against all the 
machinations of the devil. It is this, " I give unto 
them eternal life ; and they shall never perish ; neither 
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shall any man pluck them out of my hand/' Surjo 
went out frequently during the next few days, and 
had one followed him, it would have appeared that 
the end of aU his walks was the miserable abode of a 
hideous hag or sorceress, in a lowly spot many miles 
away. There were women of the same character 
much nearer home. It was impossible to say why 
Surjo did not consult them. His grandmother alone 
seemed to guess at some reason, for each time he came 
in, she watched his every look and action, though so 
long as he kept away from her favourite Prosonno, 
the old lady seemed tolerably satisfied. 

At length, to the astonishment of all, even of the 
priests, Surjo gave out that in two days full atonement 
would be made by his younger brother for his sin of 
going among the Christians. This he declared had 
been intimated to him in private by Prosonno, who, 
after holding out so long, was now naturally shy of 
publicly recanting ; but the grandmother, who alone 
of aU the family had constant intercourse with him> 
saw no symptoms of a change. However, the prepara- 
tions for the rite of atonement went on, and great 
rejoicings prevailed in the house. As his grand- 
mother was going into Prosonno's room with his 
supper that night, Surjo stopped her, as if by acci- 
dent, saying : " Here, Thakur Ma, I have been brew- 
ing some sherbet for myself ; you may as well take 
Prosonno a glass of it, as a loving cup from his 
brother." 

" I am glad to see you acting in rather a more 
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brotherly way lately, Surjo/' replied the grandmother, 
while she took the glass out of his hand. As soon as 
he was out of sight, she coolly threw the contents out 
of the window, murmurmg, ** There I that puts an 
end to our grand feast of atonement, but I cannot 
help it. I cannot have that glorious intellect de- 
stroyed." To get some more sherbet ready, and give 
it to Prosonno from his brother, was the work of a 
moment. As she presented it, Prosonno looked in- 
quiringly at her, merely saying — 

" From Surjo, grandmother ?" 

" Yes, boy, drink it. I say so." 

His grandmother had never deceived him yet, and 
SO he drank the delicious draught. 

The whole of the next day, Surjo appeared very 
uneasy. He did not go into Prosonno's apartment, 
but he hung round it, as if expecting to hear some 
startling news ; but his grandmother went In and out, 
and had nothing to communicate. The great day of 
the feast arrived. Nothing could control his im- 
patience. Now he burst into his brother's room 
saying— 

" Come now, Prosonno ; you promised you would 
make atonement to-day : come, aU is ready." 

" Promised what ? I don't know what you mean, 
brother," exclaimed the astonished young man. " Oh, 
it is all very fine to say so now," replied Surjo in a 
passion of rage. "Dont you remember teUing me 
the day before yesterday, that you repented of your 
errors, and were ashamed of your errors, as well you 
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might be, you young fool I And now you pretend to 
have forgotten again I " 

" I repent of nothing, and the only error I am 
ashamed of is the error of having remained a Hindu 
so long, dishonouring my Maker, and worshipping 
idols, instead of the God of heaven and earth," 
quietly answered Prosonno. 

" Hear him," exclaimed Surjo, " this in a Hindu 
house, surrounded by brahmin priests 1 But he is 
mad ; that is the fact of the matter. I always knew 
he was mad, but people would not believe me. Will 
they believe it now ?'' 

" I don't see it myself :" muttered the head priest, 
who began to think he had been trifled with, in the 
matter of the ceremony of that day ; " but we grant 
that it may be so. You said, Surjo Babu, that an 
insane man might be persuaded to anything, pray 
be quick then, and persuade this mad brother of 
yours ; for our rites wait for no one, and unless the 
atonement be fulfilled this very day, I and my fellow 
brahmins leave this house under our censure and 
ctTRSE. You have had a Christian living here this 
fortnight, and yet you pretend to be orthodox Hindus I 
Stuff and nonsense I we will not bear it any longer." 

In vain Surjo raged, and declared it was madness 
to listen to madmen, and folly to hearken to fools. 
Prosonno was both a madman and a fool ; and surely 
atonement might be made for him, and he be restored 
to caste, without all this fuss on the subject of willing- 
ness and unwillingness ? But the brahmins were firm ; 



124 PEOSONNO'S FIRMNESS. 

and even had they been inclined to yield, Prosonno 
dashed aU their hopes to the ground, by saying in his 
quietest, calmest manner, " The moment I am set 
free again I shall return to the Christians. Your 
money and your pains will aU be thrown away on me." 

" You shall never return to tlie Christians, as sure 
as I am a son and no bastard,'* almost shrieked out 
Surjo, quite livid with passion. 

" I am prepared for that," replied Prosonno; ** this 
room will prove my grave, with you for my guardian ; 
I see that plainly enough ; but for that very reason 
am I the more determined not to yield up my Chris- 
tian faith. I have served Satan aU my life, and had 
hoped that I might be spared yet some years to serve 
Christ. But if that is denied me, I rejoice to have 
at least this one opportunity of testifying my love for 
and belief in Him. He has promised that if I am 
faithful unto death. He will give me a crown of life. 
You have nothing like that to offer me." " And you 
believe that nonsense ?" asked a dozen voices. " Yes, 
I believe it fully, firmly," said Prosonno. 

" Then those Christians do use sorceries and en- 
chantments ; they have bewitched you," cried out the 
chief brahmin. 

" As you please," replied Prosonno. ** It is quite 
true that the word of God is quick and powerful, and 
sharper than any two-edged sword. It is Uke a fire, 
and like a hammer, that breaketh the rock in pieces. 
The sharpness of that sword has cut through preju- 
dices that date back as far as my babyhood. That 
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fire has consumed the love of sin in me, though 
alas 1 I still sin, for what I would not, that I do. 
And that hammer has broken in pieces this hard 
heart, and made it melt at the remembrance of Jesus' 
love. But beyond this, I know of no sorcery or en- 
chantment, nor will anything that you can say deprive 
me of my hope. You can kill me outright ; but you 
cannot change my. mind." 

" I doubt whether I can even kill him," thought 
Surjo, who like all thorough idolaters was blindly 
superstitious, and who believed, in spite of all his 
brother might say, that he certainly did possess some 
counter-charm to his machinations. " I cannot con- 
ceive how that poison could fail to act. The old hag 
told me that in twenty-four hours it would be certain 
to send its victim raving mad, for a time at least ; 
and then I have known so many instances ; how is it ? 
I cannot make it out : I wonder if he ever drank that 
draught," Such was the burden of Surjo's soliloquy, 
while he said aloud 

" Well, I suppose you want me to disbelieve the 
evidence of my own senses. I tell you 1 won t, yoimg 
man ; I repeat that, the day before yesterday, you 
promised me that the atonement should be made on 
this day, and it shall be made." " I never promised," 
replied Prosonno ; " and your foolish, impious atone- 
ment shall not be made : I am a free agent in that 
at least, thank God. You must either be a dreamer 
or a liar, Surjo, to say that 1 promised anything of 
the sort" 
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"That to me I That to your elder brother!" 
shouted Surjo ; " but hold, I have proofs : did you, 
or did you not drmk a cup of sherbet I sent you in 
token of our compact on the night of which I 
speak?" 

" I drank the cup of sherbet, and grandmother 
said it was from you ; but I heard of no compact, and 
acknowledge none," returned Prosonno. 

" Foiled again,'' muttered Surjo ; " he has a charm, 
I am sure he has. Ah ! those vile Christian sor- 
cerers ! " 

Mohendro here interposed with tears in his eyes. 
" Let the boy go, my son," he said, " we shall have 
no more comfort in him. Surely I must have com- 
mitted some unpardonable sin in a former birth to 
have drawn down such a curse on my head I Oh I 
what a fool you are, Prosonno. If you only knew 
how contrary to your own interest you are acting ; 
but I might as well talk to the wind as to you." 

" And to just as much purpose, father," replied 
Prosonno ; " if it is my religion that you wish me to 
change, then that I will not do." " There we have 
heard quite enough of that," said his uncle angrily ; 
" this is my house, Surjo, and 1 insist on that sense- 
less fellow being turned out of it ; let the brahmins 
change this day's ceremony to the purification of us 
all from the sin of having harboured him, and let us 
never name the wretch's name again." 

But before this last expedient was resorted to, 
Surjo pleaded for a further delay of only four days. 
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"0 uncle, father," he exclaimed, ''think of the 
disgrace to our family should one of its members 
embrace Christianity. Wait till you wish to get 
Hemlota a husband ; you will find out your mistake 
then ; no one will marry into a family tainted with 
this Christian heresy." 

"Alas \" groaned the two old men, " there is no 
shore to our sea of misery ; it seems to widen every 
moment. None but you, Surjo, would have thought 
of this; but it is too true — too true: do as you please 
then about Prosonno, that is to say, if you can satisfy 
the priests." 

" Oh, leave that to me," growled Surjo ; " more 
money, more money, that will do it: by the way, 
father, this whole business wiU cost us a pretty penny ; 
I hope you are prepared for that." 

" Be it so," rejoined Mohendro, " I will give to my 
last pice if I can only save my son. Oh I my son, 
my son ! " 

Surjo's character was one that is fast dying out of 
India. Young Bengal represents a class of men of 
loose free-thinking ideas : religion is the last subject 
that ever occupies their minds; they will tell you 
they are neither Christians nor Hindus ; that they 
have adopted the good out of each system, which 
means pretty much that at home they take care not 
to shock the prejudices of their families, while abroad 
they eat, drink, and enjoy whatever pleases them, 
without the slightest regard to caste, rite, or ritual. 
Their women are not more educated than those of 
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the other class ; they are just as far from the king- 
dom of God as their stricter brethren, though, owing 
to more enlightened views and indifference combined, 
they are in some respects less inimical to those who 
embrace Christianity than are the Hindus of the old 
school. 

Surjo belonged to the latter class. Not only a 
brahmin by caste, but a priest of the ancient faith by 
profession, he believed implicitly in aU the formulas 
of Hinduism ; its blind unreasoning tenets had killed 
within him every spark of intellectual faith. Shrewd 
enough, as we have abeady seen, in matters of 
worldly wisdom, he was stupid, almost senseless, as 
regarded religion. Hence, that his brother should 
reject that ancient faith, in which he alone could see 
no absurdities, seemed to him horror beyond compare. 
The loss of his reason was nothing to him in com- 
parison with loss of caste ; and death itself, shrouded 
in Hindu obsequies, was preferable to life, if it must 
be spent in apostasy and disgrace. It was not hatred 
to Prosonno that led Surjo to adopt the severe measures 
he resorted to : far from it ; for, did he not risk his 
own safety to save him while the rest of the family sat 
bemoaning at home ? It was hatred to Chiistianity 
as a system ; it was dread of the shame that must 
fall upon the family through that Christianity, which 
impelled him to act as he did. 

The grandmother of the two young men, on the 
contrary, though stUl a Hindu, had no hatred to 
Christianity. Christianity had first dawned upon 
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her soul in beams of love. She looked back through 
the vista of haK a century to that dread scene on the 
sands of Saugor, when her mother s heart was riven 
to its very core ; and she recalled to mind that it was 
a Christian Government that saved her darling ; that 
it was Christian love that applied that reUef to her 
own peculiar case ; a Christian had spoken a few 
calm, holy words which had comforted her, she knew 
not how; she had kept the Book of the Christians 
carefully concealed for years; it had brought no 
curse, on the contrary, only a blessing. Excepting 
her husband, who was a very old man, no one belong- 
ing to her had died ; her sons were wealthy and 
prosperous, and their children were like unto them ; 
altogether it appeared to her that her long happy life 
was owing in some sort to Christianity. When the 
rest of the family spoke of the missionary who had 
perverted the faith of Prosonno, and loaded him with 
every species of invectives*, his grandmother remem- 
bered that missionary of old who had told her that 
the Master whom he served was a sea of love ; words 
that she had often thought over and wondered at ; 
and she would not believe that a follower of the same 
Master could be the imlovely and hateful character 
.which her friends represented. Besides this, owing 
to that strange attractive power exercised by some, 
which all have felt but none can account for, the old 
woman was more attached to Prosonno than to any 
of her sons or grandsons ; and if Christianity made 

Prosonno happy, why not let him be a Christian ? 

I 
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So she thought and so she reasoned, and this feeling 
it was that had led her to give him some months 
before that copy of the Book of the Christians that 
she had treasm-ed so carefully. This fact, however, 
she had the prudence to keep concealed ; and as all 
mention of the transaction on Saugor Island had been 
scrupulously avoided in the family, it had long passed 
out of Mohendro's remembrance, and no one else, of 
course, could by any possibility divine that she had 
the least knowledge of, or connexion with Christian- 
ity. Surjo would have as soon thought of suspecting 
his own faith in Hinduism, as that of his respected 
grandmother's. It was quite natural, therefore, to 
return Prosonno to her care and guardianship. 

Again she watched the bigoted elder brother. He 
grew more morose and irritable each day, but never 
mentioned Prosonno, just as if it were nothing to 
him what he chose to do or think. What did this 
cahn pretend ? The old lady was determined to find 
out ; and so she bribed a little boy, the son of their 
milkwoman, whom Surjo had never seen, to follow 
him unperceived in one of his quiet walks. He 
passed through his own village, then went along the • 
river for about three miles, until he arrived at a 
lonely hut, far from all habitations of men. The 
only door to this miserable abode (window there was 
none) was on the north side, so that the genial rays 
of the sun never shone in. For the space of fifty yards 
round that hut, there was no sign of tree or green 
thing of any kind, as though its unhallowed air had 
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killed all that was fresh and beautiful ; while, on the 
other hand, lizards and slimy snakes were crawling 
in and out, from under the large stones that lay in 
masses about the place. Surjo stood at the door of 
this den, and called to some one by name. He was 
answered by the low growl of a mangy half-blind cur 
covered with sores. There was no other living being 
inside, but presently a hideous old woman presented 
herseK with some noxious herbs in her hands, which 
she had gathered in the jungles. Her countenance 
was truly dreadful to behold. Every trace of femi- 
nine softness had long been erased from those harsh, 
stem features, which, owing to unbridled passions, 
had assumed the appearance of an animal rather 
than of a human being. She was covered with a 
single piece of filthy rag, and her matted hair seemed 
as if it had been untouched for years. *' You here 
again, Babul" she growled; "I thought our com- 
pact was that you should never return. Do you 
think I am tired of life ? Do you want to get me 
hanged, or what ?" 

" I am compelled to return, mother ; your medi- 
cine failed. You must give me a stronger potion 
this time," said Surjo. 

" My medicine failed, indeed I I like that I Your 
brother no more drank that draught, than you did 
yourself, young man, if at this moment he is alive 
and of sane mind." 

" Yes, yes, indeed he did drink it ; but he is a 
Christian. He has charms against everything but 




132 THE GEANDMOTHEE'S DETERMINATION. 

deadly poison; he has confessed that himself/' whis- 
pered Surjo, misinterpreting Prosonno's words about 
their being able to kill him, while they would be 
utterly unable to change his mind. " Hum ! I see 
what you want now," muttered the hag ; " you are 
a precious brother, I must say; but that sort of 
thing, good sir, is not brewed except in a cup of 
silver, ornamented with gold. Do you understand ?'* 

" Perfectly," replied Surjo, opening a bag in which 
there appeared at least thirty or forty shining coins ; 
" but come into the house ; this is no place to discuss 
such matters : there may be listeners." 

There had been a hstener ; and while that murder- 
ous brother went into the witch's den to accomplish 
his wicked purpose, the spy returned to her who had 
sent him, and told her all. Prosonno's grandmother 
was in intense distress of mind. Her darling must 
not die — that she had determined ; but to prevent it 
seemed beyond her power, shut up as she was within 
the walls of the zenana. Surjo would this time pro- 
bably administer the poison himself, and then noUiing 
could save Prosonno ; for he had assured her he had 
no charms against poison or anything else ; and she 
believed him. Besides, she desired at last to end his 
persecutions, and send him back safely to the mis- 
sionary. The poor lad had grown thinner and weaker 
each day, and she was fearful that, even without the 
aid of poison, he would sink under the privations he 
had to endure. It may seem strange to English 
readers that this loving-hearted woman had not the 
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moral courage to open some private entrance, and 
thus let Prosonno escape, or perhaps even escape with 
him; but every entrance to the house had been 
jealously guarded by Surjo, who kept the keys in his 
pocket. And apart from this, English readers cannot 
appreciate the iron strength of the trammels that bind 
a Hindu female to her family and to her caste. For 
a man to abjure his faith is suflRciently hazardous, as 
we have already seen ; but a woman who loses her 
caste, loses all that makes life valuable to her ; her 
good name, her reputation, her husband, her children, 
and the very means of subsistence itseK. 

Like the English lady, she is unaccustomed to menial 
work, but unlike her, the Hindu lady has no resource 
whatever; she has no education to enable her to 
teach, and no knowledge of needlework or the fine 
arts ; so that if she casts off the support afforded by 
her family, she must either be dependent on Chris- 
tian charity or starve. Prosonno's grandmother was 
not prepared for such a sacrifice, though she dared 
more in his behalf than most would have cared to 
do. 

After weU digesting her plan in her own mind, she 
applied to her son Mohendro for leave to absent her- 
self for one day, on the plea that she wished to visit 
some distant idol shrine, with offerings to entreat that 
a new mind might be given to the apostate, in whom 
they were all so interested. 

"But why should you go, mother?'* asked Mo- 
hendro : " it is not seemly. Tell me which Grod you 
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desire to propitiate, and I will cany your offerings 
and perform your puja for you." 

" No, no, my son ; that will not do," rejoined the 
mother. " I have had a dream on three successive 
nights, in which the exact spot has been revealed to 
me ; but the oracle expressly added that it must be 
kept a profound secret, and that imless the person at 
whose hands Prosonno first received food in this world 
were to go, and go alone, to make the offerings, they 
would be of no avail whatever. Now I am that per- 
son : do you not remember how ill the boy's mother 
was after his birth, and how constantly I fed hiTn with 
goat's milk from the first day till he was nearly two 
months old ?" 

Mohendro remembered it perfectly, and to his mind 
a belief in superhuman agency seemed natural and 
necessary. BKs mother knew well that he had a faith 
in dreams that no philosophy could ever conquer. 
Besides, experience was not wanting to confirm, him 
in his delusion ; for, by some of those accidental coin- 
cidences which make the fortunes of soothsayers and 
prophets, dreams more than once had been to him 
real foreshadowings of coming events. It was not 
wonderful, therefore, that the vision he had just 
heard, touching as it did a chord so ready to vibrate, 
should have affected him with more than ordinary 
power. Mohendro made some slight show of resist- 
ance to his mother's request, but in his heart he 
thought that as she was an old woman, no great harm 
could come of her leaving the zenana for a few hours. 
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Besides, owing to the very nature of her errand, she 
must keep it secret ; no disgrace, therefore, could ac- 
crue to him, and thinking thus, he yielded. 

The old lady, with aU her native shrewdness, took 
good care to shroud her journey with such supersti- 
tious terror and awe, as should prevent any of the 
family following her in private. She affirmed that 
on that morning, when in a state between waking and 
sleeping, music such as is heard only in dreams, came 
floating to her from a distance, bearing these words 
on its melody : " Bash mortal, try not thou to find 
that track, excepting her who walks by heaven's own 
light. None else will e*er succeed ; 'twill lead her 
right. Death follows aU the rest ; thou It ne'er come 
back." Leaving the above charm to act on the nerves 
of the people at home, Prosonno's grandmother com- 
menced her lonely walk* Her object was no other 
than to gain the abode of the same miserable hag who 
had been visited by Surjo. Following the directions 
of her little spy, the courageous woman pursued the 
unaccustomed way, till she entered a dark wood. 
Here she heard the low growl of the hyena in the 
thicket, but her heart failed not, for she had a pur- 
pose to accomplish. At a sharp turn in the wood, 
she suddenly encountered the very witch she was 
seeking. She had never seen her, but judging from 
the description of the boy, she felt she could not be 
mistaken. There surely could not be two such hide- 
ous creatures in the world ; so she determined to pay 
the wicked woman in her own coin, which was to 
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work upon her superstitious fears, and thus deceive 
her as she had deceived others. 

" I knew I should find you here, daughter of hell," 
she exclaimed ; ** so you thought to send an intoxicat- 
ing draught to a Christian, did you ? and you thought 
to make him mad ? Well, he drank the draught : 
to him it became the most delicious sherbet ; and 
what is more, it opened his eyes to see you preparing 
another draught of a more deadly nature. You were 
gathering the poisonous Datura for that very pur- 
pose. Confess that you were. You see, I know it 
all ; he told me, and he told me that the moment Surjo 
Babu (I know the name of your employer too, you 
perceive) should attempt to administer that poison 
to him, that moment it would be changed into death 
for you, and you would be struck dead wherever you 
might be. If you are crossing the river, the flood 
will drown you ; if you are in the wood, the lightning 
will blast you ; if you are asleep in your den, the 
venomous cobra will bite you." 

The wicked sorceress trembled from head to foot. 
Prosonno's grandmother had boldly drawn her bow 
at a venture ; the arrow had hit home. All that she 
had said the witch knew was true, and she too ex- 
claimed like the rest — " Then those Christians do use 
sorceries and enchantments, and I am undone ! " 

" You deserve to be undone, wretched woman that 
you are I" said the other, " but I can show you a way 
of escape. When does Surjo come for your charmed 
potation?" 
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" To-morrow night," muttered the hag, humbled in 
the very dust. 

" Well, can you not change that deadly Datura into 
a strong sleeping draught ? You have such things, I 
suppose?'' 

" The witch of the Bamboo Grove has all things. 
She has that which will bring life to yon little bird 
in the cruel talons of that hawk, and she has that 
which will bring death to the strong man. But what 
use will a sleeping draught be to you ?'' " Presume 
not to ask questions of one whose fathers were magi- 
cians before you were bom. Will you change the 
potation, or will you not ? If you do, you save your 
life, and have one murder less on your polluted con- 
science.'' 

" But I lose my money," muttered the hag. " Sor- 
did wretch 1 " retorted Prosonno's grandmother ; "how 
much did Surjo give you ?" 

^ I have received forty rupees, and he has promised 
me forty more when his brother is dead." 

" How much do you suppose this necklace is worth?" 
aaked the old lady, taking a string of pearls from her 
neck. 

" A hundred rupees," suggested the hag, greedily 
eyeing the costly trinket. 

" It cost twice that sum ; nevertheless it is yours 
if you change that poison ere Surjo comes for it to- 



morrow." 



" I will change it." 

" Swear by the head of your mother." 
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" I have sworn." 

" Well, then, listen. I want it to be such a sleep 
as shall wear the semblance of death." 

" I will so prepare it." 

" How long will the sleep last ? " 

" Twelve hours at least, unless any great external 
heat be applied to the body." 

" Is that sure to waken the patient ?" 

" Perfectly sure." 

" Grood-bye, then ; if you deceive me you die. Re- 
member ! On the river, in the wood, in your den, no- 
where shall you escape me ! " 

Prosonno*s grandmother returned home in safety. 
Her son was the first to meet her. 

" Well, mother, what said the oracle ?" he inquired 
with eagerness. 

" It said," replied the shrewd old woman, " that at 
twelve o'clock to-morrow night Prosonno's sin will 
be atoned for ; you and his mother will embrace him 
as your son; and his elder brother will carry him 
in his arms.'' 

"Oh, what happiness!" exclaimed Mohendro; "tiie 
gods grant it may be so : But what a strange hour, 
mother, twelve o'clock at night I Surely if Prosonno 
consents, we shall hold the feast of atonement in the 
daytime." 

" Strange or not, I cannot help it. I have told you 
what said the oracle. I do not pretend to interprrt 
oracular revelations," replied the old lady. On the 
next evening she gave Prosonno his supper sooner 
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than ugual, and retired to her room early. As she 
expected, about nine o'clock she heard Surjo call 
stealthUy, " Thakurma, Thakurma ! " " What is it ? " 
" I wish you would go to my brother and see if he is 
well, I fear he is not, I heard him breathe so heavily 
just now : he does not like me ; so I will not go in to 
annoy him." 

"Murderer!" thought the Thakurma; and while 
Bhe went she trembled lest any part of her plan should 
fciil. It was a fearful risk to run ; but though she 
beUeved now that he carried about with him no 
charms, at least no charms in the common accepta- 
tion of the term, yet she had a vague undefined belief 
that the same God who fifty years before had saved 
her, who was not His worshipper, from being the 
murderer of her own child, could now deliver one 
of his most devoted servants from a dreadful death. 
Thus she tried to quiet her fears and stiU her flutter- 
ing heart. 

As soon as she entered the room, she saw that the 
opiate had done its work. If Prosonno were not 
really dead, the likeness to death was perfect. He 
was stretched out cold and motionless with glassy 
half-open eyes, and, so far from breathing heavily, 
there seemed to be no breath in him. Had the witch 
deceived her ? She could not tell ; and the horror of 
this suggestion gave a reality to her cry of agony, 
as she shrieked out, " Is my boy ill, ah 1 no, he is 
dead, quite dead ; nothing wakens him. Come and 
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All the family flocked in, and we must do theixi 
the justice to say, that their grief was most real arxd 
heartfelt. His mother could hardly be restrain^^ 
from throwing herself on the corpse and breaking ota* 
into the sharp, plaintive wail that is their wont. B't^t 
as he died an outcast, this was forcibly prevent^^^. 
The old father's sUent agony was even more sad '^^ 
behold. Chondro and Nobo mourned truly as \h!^3 
looked on that pale, emaciated form that had, ti-^ 
the last few weeks, been their companion in ever*;^ 
joy and sorrow ; and even Surjo's grief was not a*Xl 
dissimulation when he exclaimed, " Alas, my brother f 

The brahmins were all in the house, and the elde^ 
brother eagerly inquired of them if atonement miglt* 
be made for the dead? They answered, "Yes.^' 
He knew that before; and so they inmiediately se* 
about the purifications and the rites connected with 
that ceremony. They shaved his head; placed be* 
side him a huge heap of cowrie shells, worth twenty 
pounds, from which all broken and imperfect ones 
had been carefully excluded; sprinkled them with 
safeon; and then offered them up to the god 
Narayan, present there in the visible form of a Sal- 
gram, a round rough stone. After other minor 
ceremonies had taken place, and numerous incanta- 
tions been muttered, the dead body was pronounced 
clean, and all the relatives hastened to take a last 
look. The father and mother embraced the corpse 
of their son, shedding over it bitter tears. The sin 
he had committed, the grief he had caused them, 
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Were all forgotten ; he was their child again, their 

most loved child ; they saw and felt nothing beyond. 

Siujo seemed inexpressibly pained by this scene, and 

determined to end it by giving the signal to the 

bearers to lift the light couch on which Prosonno 

^as laid. He did so by taking the corpse up in his 

arms, and adjusting tiie foneral garments before 

<^rrying it to the river side to be burned. Just 

then the clock struck twelve. Prosonno's parents 

had embraced him as their son, his elder brother 

had lifted him in his arms; the oracle had spoken 

truly, Mohendro's eyes met those of his mother. " It 

is even so, my son,'' she said. " This, then, is what 

the oracle meant.'' 

" Alas, who can ward off the decrees of fate ! " 
aghed the old man, while they carried Prosonno's 
body out of the house, amid the most piercing shrieks 
and the loudest lamentations. Arrived at the river- 
side, they placed the lower extremities of the corpse 
in the sacred tide, with its head resting on Surjo's 
breast. The brahmins planted a branch of the tulsee 
tree beside the body, and then broke out into a string 
of spells and incantations, which consisted chiefly of 
a repetition of the names of the gods. This ceremony 
was in reality a deception, being one used generally 
for a dying, not a dead man; but since dying at 
home and not by the river-side involved a serious 
disgrace, Surjo was anxious to give the passer-by the 
impression that no such disgrace had fallen to the lot 
of his family. Besides, as he said, they could not be 
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quite sure but that there might be still some breath 
left in him ; and was it not best to let his erring 
brother have the benefit of the sin-destroying water 
of the holy Granges? Meanwhile the funeral pile 
was prepared, the wood arranged, new clothes were 
brought, and then arraying Prosonno in those clothes, 
Surjo prepared to lay the body on the pUe. 

But the time for the deliverance was come. The 
opiate, administered early in the afternoon, had done 
its work, and Prosonno's life was fast struggling into 
new axjtiviiy. The motion of the bearers over rough 
ground and in deep darkness ; the cool air of the 
early morning; the shock of the water on his feet 
laid in the stream ; even the cries, and shouts, and 
lamentations, had all tended to produce a change. 
Prosonno was fast waking from his lethargy; and 
when Surjo put on him the dry, clean clothes, his 
consciousness rapidly returned. Before Surjo had 
time to lift him from the cot, and get the light which 
should kindle the pUe, Prosonno started to his feet, 
and with a loud cry seized him by the throat. Surjo 
had all along been in an excited state : even his dead 
conscience had begun to upbraid him for his mur- 
derous work; and now that clutch on his throat, 
in the black night, by one whom he had mur- 
dered, struck him with peculiar horror. It seemed 
as if his own hour of doom had come, and as 
though he already was fixed to that wheel of the 
eternal world, whose rotations eternity alone can 
number. 
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" Hell opens its mouth for me. Hell's king holds 
me fast; oh I let me go I " shrieked the terrified man ; 
and disengaging himseH with a violent effort from 
his brother s grasp, he fled from the place, a raving 
manias. There was great confusion, and then the 
rest fled after him ; terrified likewise, but scarcely 
knowing, in the darkness, what had happened. 

Thus Prosonno found himself alone. He felt very 
confused : he saw spectre forms running from the 
spot, and heard those terrific shrieks ; but the river, 
and the bank, and the pile even dimly seen, told him 
where he was. Gradually his shattered nerves gained 
strength; his eyes took in the scene more clearly; 
and he started up to a partial consciousness of what 
had brought him there. He thought he was going 
to be burnt alive; that the grim spectres he had 
seen were Surjo and the rest, who had disappeared 
in the wood ; but they would soon be back ; or per- 
haps they had been pursued, else why those dismal 
shrieks^ 

However that might be, escape from his persecutors 
was the one hope that now filled his mind ; and he 
saw plainly that to secure his liberty he must speedily 
cross the river. Only a few miles away on the other 
bank lived a native missionary, whose name he knew; 
and it could not be difficult to reach his house before 
sunrise. He therefore pushed his way along the 
bank ; and growing stronger by the effort, at length 
ventured, by wading and swimming, to cross the 
stream at one of its well-known shallows. Through 
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God's help he reached the bank in safety, exhausted 
but safe. How can we describe the joy of his heart 
when he found his feet once more upon firm ground I 
A two hours' walk would bring him to the home of 
the missionary: he knew that; but the state of fer- 
ment in which his thoughts had been so long kept, 
demanded a brief repose; and throwing himself 
beneath the shelter of a peepul tree, he continued for 
some time in a sort of vague, waking dream ; some- 
times passing in review the scenes of that nighf s 
tragedy, and sometimes, with his eyes fixed in drowsy 
vacancy, receiving passively the impressions of the 
bright scenery around. The morning was now in 
its first freshness, and the day was breaking over 
the waking earth. The banks of the river were 
luxuriantly wooded ; and under the tufts of the light 
and towering pahn were seen the acacia and the 
citron interlacing their boughs ; while here and there 
a rustling peepul tree thickened the shade. The gay 
golden-winged birds that haunt those shores were in 
every direction skimming along the water, and the 
activity of the morning hour was visible everywhere. 
Flights of doves and lapwings were fluttering among 
the leaves; and the white paddy bird, which had 
been roosting all night in some date tree, now stood 
sunning its wings on the green bank, or floated like 
living silver over the flood. The flowers, too, both 
of land and water, looked all freshly awakened ; and 
as the noble young man gazed and gazed, the flower 
of Hope too once more budded in his bosom. He 
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was too happy to move or speak, for he had tested by 
experience (ah, how much richer are such experiences 
than mere theoretical teaching I) the truth of that 
glorious promise, " Fear not ; for I have redeemed 
thee, I have called thee by thy name, thou art Mine. 
When thou passest through the waters, I will be with 
thee, and through the rivers they shall not overflow 
thee ; when thou walkest through the fire, thou shalt 
not be burned, neither shall the flame kindle upon 
thee. Feab not, for I am with thee.'' 
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CHAPTEK SIXTH. 

Sabbath evening had come again. It was exactly 
four weeks since Prosonno had been carried off by 
his heathen relatives on his way to the place of 
baptism. He had traversed that way safely this 
time, and now he stood boldly forward before a large 
Christian congregation to receive the sacred rite. 
His friend Eam Doyal had spoken truth when he 
said, " Let us do what the church did for Peter, pray 
for him unceasingly ; and he will be delivered safe to 
us again, for he belongs to that flock of whom it is 
written, * not one of them shall perish.' '' 

" What think you of Christ ?" was the first quesh 
tion put to the young candidate, who stood tiiere 
waiting to receive the outward and visible sign of 
that inward and spiritual grace that had already 
been bestowed on him. 

" This is what I think,''* exclaimed the young 
man, his whole countenance lighted up with holy 
joy, while his closely-shaven head, and pale emaciated 
form, betokened the persecuted sufferer that he had 

* An answer made in reality by a brahmin inquirer after troth, 
at the Mission Station of Bhowanipore in the year 1849. 
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been ; " this is what I think. It is said in one of 
oar sacred writings, that one night the fiill moon 
shone out in all her splendour; the stars were 
dazzling in their brilliancy, and every mountain was 
in a blaze; the three combined their strength of 
light to turn the night into day. But all was in 
vain ; it was night still, until the Sun rose. I think 
and I know Christ to be that Sun. He is the Sun of 
Righteousness. Until He rose in my heart, nothing 
else could ever dispel the darkness that reigned in it ; 
but He has arisen, and now the blackness and the 
mists are gone ; and I can see clearly that heavenly 
country, which through faith in Him alone shall one 
day be my glorious inheritance.*' 

It is not every convert that is thus allowed "to 
scale the mount, and pierce the cloud ;" but Prosonno 
had sujffered for Christ, and so to him it was given 
"to feed his eager viewwith wonders Sinai never knew." . 

The missionary went on : " You said that through 
faith in Christ, you expect salvation or life eternal in • 
heaven, how so?'' 

" Because Jesus Christ is God, and was once, 
nearly nineteen hundred years ago, incarnate as man. 
In that form he obeyed the righteous law of God, 
and finally suflfered as a sinner, though he was Him- 
self no sinner ; but suffered for us, not for Himself. 
This substitution God has accepted, and I humbly 
accept it too. I place faith in the sacrifice that has 
been offered; thus, having had my transgressions 
blotted out, I hope for the promise of life eternal." 
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" Could you not in any way have saved yourself ?" 

" No ; since the fall of our first parents, man's 
nature has become so corrupt, and his works, 
thoughts, and words are so utterly evil, that I feel 
that I could not, by any endeavour of my own, have 
freed myself from the sin of my nature, or have kept 
the law of God." 

"Did Hinduism, the religion you are quitting, 
speak to you of no atonement for sin, or way of par- 
don for the transgressor ?" 

" Hinduism is a religion of impurity, lies, and im- 
posture. The only atonement it teaches is performed 
by a few puerile, outward acts, which cannot by any 
means satisfy God's offended law." 

" In professing yourself a Christian, as you are 
now about to do, by what rule do you intend to regu- 
late your life ?" 

For the first time Prosonno hesitated. He looked 
back on the painful history of the last few weeks, and 
asked himseK by what rule he had regulated his 
actions. He could not tell. There was no parallel 
case to his in the Bible ; or if there was, he was not 
sufficiently acquainted with the Bible to know. Then 
why not have listened to his father's entreaties, and 
yielded to his mother's tears ? Why ? Because he 
could not ; he loved Christ. But this was no answer 
to make before such an assembly ; the minister had 
asked for his rule of life ; what should he say ? The 
poor young man became nervous, confused, all but 
unable to speak ; at length he stammered out : — 
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" I do not know the rules yet ; but I love Christ 
with all my heart, and strength, and mind. Oh, do 
not say that I may not be baptized to-night. I have 
waited so long, I shall learn the rules hereafter." 

" There are no more rules to learn, Prosonno, after 
you have learned the grand rule of love. Hold that 
fast, and you will endure to the end." Then followed 
the baptism. The Hindus fooKshly believe this rite 
to consist in a charm being whispered in the ear, and 
a small quantity of beef and wine being put into the 
mouth of the candidate. How different was the holy 
ceremony by which the young soldier was duly sworn 
" with true and fearless mind to serve the Virgin-bom. *' 

He stepped forward, took off the brahminical thread 
with which his supposed dead body had been invested, 
after the priest had pronounced him forgiven, and lay- 
ing it on the table he received a Bible instead, in 
token that he renounced brahioinism, with all its reli- 
gious honours and social privileges, and chose rather 
to become a follower of the meek and lowly Nazarene. 
A few calm words of faith and prayer were said, and 
then he was imprest with the sign and seal which 
Christ himself appointed — ^baptism with water. By 
faith he recognised that water baptism as a token 
before men that he had put on Christ ; and an emblem 
of his soul's being washed in that blood which cleans- 
eth from all sin. 

When Prosonno returned home with the mission- 
ary, he was introduced to his new abode. It con- 
sisted of one room in a long barrack-like building. 
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where he found eight or nine young men similarly 
situated with himseK. Most missionary stations near 
Calcutta have such buildings, in which to accommo- 
date their young converts while they lead a student's 
life, and till they obtain employment of their own to 
maintain them ; and the one of which we write was 
no exception to the rule. Prosonno had expressed a 
strong desire to study for the ministry. His natural 
qualifications, his piety, and the knowledge of all he 
had suffered for Christ, rendered this wish highly 
gratifying to his Christian friends; he was accord- 
ingly installed in the above-named barrack, and ad- 
mitted into the Missionary Institution of that place 
as a theological student. Here he enjoyed the plea- 
sures of Christian society, the benefit of religious in- 
struction, and above all, " the peace that passeth all 
understanding," a peace that comes only with the 
consciousness that self has been sacrificed and duty 
has been done. But, on the other hand, that it was 
a life of physical privation to Prosonno, it would be 
useless to deny. To take only the matter of pecuniary 
means. During the whole time that he attended the 
classes at the Presidency College of Calcutta, his 
mother was accustomed daily to tie a sixpence in the 
comer of his chudder or mantle, which money he 
daily spent on his lunch, the only meal he partook of 
away from home. Now, sixpence a day was the en- 
tire sum the missionaries could afford him from the 
public funds intrusted to their care ; breakfast, din- 
ner, clothes — ^all had to come out of that little sum. 
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As for lunch ; he learned to do without that luxury 
altogether. Then, again, his food, such as it was, 
was no longer prepared by the skilful and loving 
hands of a mother or a wife, with all the condiments 
and the spices a judicious use of which is the pride 
of Hindu ladies. It was cooked by a poor Christian 
widow, who, for a small remuneration, acted as ser- 
vant to all the Babus who were living in the barrack. 
They, irom a longer residence among Europeans, had 
become accustomed to have their food seasoned with 
onions, to eat fowl, and some of them even went so 
far as to take other meats occasionally. Now, to 
Prosonno these things were abhorrent in the extreme. 
It was as though an Englishman had been asked to 
eat the flesh of the horse, or, to say the least, to take 
other food prepared in the same vessels, by the same 
hands ; for, of course, he was not compelled to take 
anything for which he had a distaste. Still, for 
many months all enjoyment of his- food was at an 
end. He dined from duty and necessity, rather than 
from any sense of gratification to the palate. But 
there was another trial, in comparison with which, 
what has akeady been said faded into very nothing- 
ness. This was " the shadow of his departed home," 
the home he had known before the pain of reserve 
had come between him and the hearts of those he 
loved best on earth. For, strangely enough, at the 
twilight hour, the harshness and unkindness of the 
last few weeks would be all forgotten, and then Pro- 
sonno would catch himself listening for the tones of 
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each household voice, which seemed to have grown 
more sad and deep, "bnrdening his heart with tender- 
ness.'' His Christian friends were most kind, but 
they and their ways were strange to him, and he felt 
at times a yearning angnish to behold his own again. 
Christian families lived around him happy and pros- 
perous. Some young men, who like himself, had 
come out of heathenism, had since been joined by 
their wives. Others had married women from the 
Christian commxmiiy that was fast increasing at that 
missionary station. To such, the palm's low rustUng 
leaves seemed as glad music, intermingling with 
their wives' sweet voices, and their children's laughing 
play ; but to poor Prosonno it brought other thoughts. 
His eye grew dim, while he tremblingly recalled^ the 
bitter hatred which Kaminee had evinced to the re- 
ligion he had embraced. Beautiful, loved, and loving 
as she was, he feared that his wife would never be his 
own again. No laughing children would wile away 
the hours for him. He would never, at the morning 
hour, or at the sunset's hght, hear again his mother's 
low sweet voice ; there was no more a father's blessing 
for him, or a brother's love, or a sister's endearments; 
these were the thoughts that filled his spirit, and no 

wonder 

" if they waked a wish 

To turn aside and weep." 

But it was not always thus sad. In a few weeks 
Prosonno became more accustomed to his new mode 
of life, and then he began to see how superior was 
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the conduct that was regulated by Christian princi- 
ples, to that which had Hinduism only for its guide. 
One thing particularly struck him, that it was by 
raising the standard of female character that Chris- 
tians had chiefly improved the ground-work of their 
society. The native converts who had embraced 
Christianity a few years before had already educated 
their wives, as far as they were able, and abeady the 
happy fruits of this training began to appear, in all 
the domestic arrangements, which so deeply affect 
the interests of man. Their wives, though they still 
retained much of their native shyness and reserve, 
and continued, as was their custom, to perform all 
those household duties for their husbands, which are 
the proper sphere of a woman in every land, were, on 
the other hand, treated by those husbands in a man- 
ner very different from what they used to be in their 
Hindu homes. The men now felt that their wives 
were no longer ignorant and uneducated, and con- 
sequently treated them with respect. Formerly they 
had no religious principles to guide them ; now many 
of them were under the teaching of the Holy Spirit ; 
therefore they were not suspected ; they were treated 
by their husbands as equals, or very nearly so. They 
sat down to meals together ; and if a male friend came 
in, it was no longer incumbent on the wife to run and 
hide herself, as it would have been in former days. 

But it was not until Prosonno came in contact with 
English ladies, and was admitted into the inner re- 
cesses of an English household, that he learned how 
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fuU and unsuspecting was the trust reposed in woman, 
and how richly she deserved such confidence. About 
a fortnight had elapsed after his baptism, when Pro- 
sonno was asked one evening to go and drink tea with 
the missionary. His new clothes had come home that 
day, so he thought it was a fitting occasion to put 
them on, for he knew he would be in the society of a 
lady. These clothes were not made in the European 
fashion, as is supposed by most Hindus, but consisted 
of a tight-fitting long coat (termed chapkhan), and 
trousers, such as are worn already in the country by 
Mohammedan gentlemen. As Prosonno put off his 
two thin muslin wrappers, which, till now, had con- 
stituted his sole dress, and put on the new clothes, 
made of thick close calico, he could not but be struck, 
even in this trifling circumstance, with the strength 
that female influence exerted the moment a man 
came under its power : and his thoughts assumed a 
shape like this — " If we, Hindu men, were accus- 
tomed to meet our ladies in society, we should soon 
be compelled to do away with our effeminate muslins, 
and adopt a decent costume like this. While they, 
on the other hand, if they associated with us, would, 
as an immediate consequence, make a change most 
desirable, in the single garment they now wear." 
And Prosonno's thoughts were true and just. The 
missionary and his wife had intended to be alone, on 
this first evening of entertaining their young convert ; 
but, as it happened, two gentlemen dropped in un- 
asked, and the missionary was obliged to enter 
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into conversation with them, so that Prosonno talked 
chiefly with the lady. 

The husband and wife both met him on the stairs, 
and led him into the room that he might feel himself 
perfectly at home. This was not easy, the scene was 
so new and strange to him. He was ushered into a 
neat, brightly-lighted apartment. At the table in the 
middle of the room were seated the two gentlemen 
already named. Prosonno was motioned into a chair, 
and then the host and hostess also took their seats, 
making a snug, cosy party roimd the tea-table. This 
evening meal of tea among the English strikes the 
Hindu as a new and strange thing. They have 
nothing like it among themselves. Their meals are 
never social ; they usually eat separately ; each wife, 
not sitting beside her husband, but standing behind 
him to serve him ; the business of the hour is to eat, 
and they do nothing else. ^The English, on the con- 
trary, like to linffer over their meals. Where the 
hid ^ Jwifo lave their wiou, employ- 
ments, and the children are sent to a day-school, 
meal-times are perhaps the only seasons when all 
the family meet together. It is then the husband 
recounts his business transactions, his successes and 
his Mures, to the loving, sympathising heart of his 
wife. It is then she teUs of her domestic troubles, 
or her domestic joys ; relates what she has seen or 
heard ; says who has called, or what book she has 
read. It is then the children, freed from the re- 
straints of lessons and school, confide to their parents 
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their progress in their studies, their rewards, their 
punishments, the tricks of their play-fellows, their 
own games and pursuits ; and a thousand other 
things which occur in their daily history. The 
English are far too industrious to find an idle hour 
for such talk ; though a native seems always to have 
such an hour at his disposal. But they do not ob- 
ject to prolong their meals a little, that the necessity 
of eating may become a positive pleasure, by reason 
of the social intercourse which sweetens it. And of 
all meals in the day, there is none which furnishes 
such pleasant opportunities for talk as a good Eng- 
lish tea. It comes when the hard work of the day is 
over. No one hurries over it. There is little to be 
eaten, and the occasional sipping of a cup of tea, that 
beverage which ** cheers, but not inebriates," pro- 
motes rather than hinders conversation. 

Such a tea party at least was the one in which 
Prosonno was invited to take a part. The mission- 
ary's wife, smiling and cheerful, took her place at 
the head of the table, with the tea-board opposite 
her; while her husband occupied the lower end of 
the table; the three guests were on either side. 
When the lady had performed the task of asking 
the gentlemen how they liked their tea prepared; 
whether they took sugar and milk, an act of courtesy 
which occasioned her no effort or shyness, she poured 
it out and made it according to their wishes, and 
then the conversation became general. One of the 
gentlemen had just come from England, making the 
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tour of Switzerland by the way. The missionary's 
wife had also been in that country, so that there was 
at once a common bond of union between them. 
What smprised Prosonno was that the features of 
the country that seemed most to interest the lady 
were so utterly different to what would have inte- 
rested his own wife or mother. They would have 
asked about the climate, the fruits and vegetables of 
the soil, the fish of its rivers, and whether the water 
was wholesome and not apt to give fever. After 
this their interest and their curiosity would have 
subsided ; for even to ask an intelligent question, it 
needs that the querist should know something of the 
matter in hand, and they, alas I what did they know ! 
The English lady did know something, and her ob- 
ject was to learn more : so she asked of the gentle- 
man : "In travelling through Switzerland, you of 
course visited the Glaciers ? What do you suppose 
to be the cause of that steady motion of the Mer de 
Olace, and other glaciers which all travellers have 
observed, and which Byron has referred to in his 
lines : — 

" The glacier's cold and restless mass 
Moves onward day by day ? " 

Prosonno thought to himself, " If I do not under- 
stand the question, I shall fail to get any benefit from 
the answer." So he did what many a conceited 
young Bengalee would have hesitated to do, he con- 
fessed his ignorance, and modestly made inquiry; 



f 



158 THE " MEE DE GLACE.'* 

" Mer de glace ! What is that ? It is not Engliflh, 
IbeUeve?" 

" No, Babu," repKed the gentleman, interested di- 
rectly by his ftank manner, " it is French, and simply 
means a Sea of Ice. This Sea of Ice is one of the 
most beautiful of the glaciers, which, as you know, 
are streams of ice flowmg down an open valley, en- 
closed between rocky walls. They are nowhere so 
beautiful as in the land where I have been travelling. 
If you will imagine a torrent of considerable breadth 
rolling between two lofty embankments, and in a state 
of tremendous agitation, to be suddenly congealed, 
and in that state to retain its billowy appearance, you 
will have some conception of the general aspect of 
this Sea of Ice/' 

" How grand ! " exclaimed Prosonno. " You tra- 
velled gentlemen, sir, have such an advantage over us 
poor stay-at-home Bengalees. Now when you read 
in the Bible of the Sea of Glass before the Throne, 
like unto crystal, you must be able to picture it to 
your mind's eye so much better than I can. I should 
think that the glorious glacier which you have just 
described, would at once rise up before your mental 
vision, as the embodiment of the apostle John's con- 
ception." 

Now the gentleman happened to be a man of 
science, but very matter of fact withal. The lady, 
who knew him, had displayed her feminine tact, 
when she had suggested to him a problem for scien- 
tific inquirers, rather than a theme for the poet or the 
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painter, such as abound in Switzerland. So he smiled 
at Prosonno's enthusiasm, and made answer, " Well, 
my young friend, you have proved at any rate, that 
poor stay-at-home Bengalees are not wanting in a 
brilliant imagination, if it could be only fostered and 
fed. Do you know that your idea never struck me ? 
I know that those icy torrents have their source in 
the regions of perpetual snow ; and I never regarded 
the glacier, so far as I can remember, in any other 
point of view than as the drain of the enormous 
fields of snow which cover the summits of the Alps, 
But what you say is true. Pity you cannot see it ; 
great pity I And now, madam, to answer your ques- 
tion," said he, turning to the lady; " to account for 
the movement of the glaciers. The first and most 
natural suggestion was that this huge mass of ice 
slides down over the wetted surface of the rock on 
which it rests. But this theory, though supported 
by some names of great weight, is repudiated ; and 
the theory in which the most competent inquirers 
seem now generally to concur, is that proposed by 
Professor Forbes of Edinburgh — viz., that a glacier 
is to be viewed in the Kght of an imperfect fluid, and 
that it moves by those laws which would regulate the 
motion of a viscous mass down such an inclination as 
the valley of the glacier presents.'' 

The other gentlemen at the table somewhat rallied 
our scientific friend, on giving such an abstruse ex- 
planation to a lady. But she thanked him for it, 
saying it belonged to a class of subjects in which she 
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was greatly interested, though the scenery of Switzer- 
land had fascinated her even more. She laughed at 
the learned doctor for looking at the glaciers as the 
drain of the Alpine snows. She would range herself 
on Prosonno s sid^, she said, which was also Cole- 
ridge's, when he wrote : 

'* Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice ; 
And stopped at once amid their maddest plunge ! 
Who made you glorious as the gates of heaven, 
Beneath the keen full moon ?" 

And then, as if inspired by her theme, she ex- 
claimed: ''Oh, howbeautiM it allisi Avery fairy- 
land is that Switzerland ! At every ascent, and every 
turn, a new picture is spread before the view ; some 
of them impressive to an overwhelming d^rea 
Now the road passes through a narrow defile ; now it 
opens upon the verge of a steep declivity, and dis- 
plays a wide-spread plain, clothed with verdure, and 
silvered with streams. Here a pine forest shuts in 
the prospect ; there a bleak and barren rock shoots 
up its ungracious front ; and presently a deep glen 
comes in view, down which rushes a mountain tor- 
rent I wish the natives of Bengal could just once 
behold a mountain torrent. To me they always seem 
to teach a lesson we need especially to learn in this 
country. That headlong, impetuous course of theirs, 
overleaping every barrier, surmounting every obsta- 
cle, shows what may be accomplished by a steady 
aim and a resolute wilL But this enervating climate 
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seems to take all the energy out of us. We sadly 
want something in nature, which shall help to stir up 
our sluggish mental faculties. Do not you think so ? " 

One of the gentlemen assented ; and then followed 
an animated discussion, on how far the natural 
features of a country are capable of influencing the 
moral and intellectual nature of its inhabitants. It 
seemed to Prosonno that the lady was inclined to 
give xmdue prominence to such an influence ; while 
the man of science repudiated the notion altogether, * 
maintaining that it was entirely a matter of race, and 
that a Bengalee reared amid the eternal snows of the 
Alps, would remain a Bengalee stiU. They could 
not settle it, so they turned to other subjects. From 
the natural features of Swiss scenery to the politics 
of Italy, was an easy transition, and the host and his 
European guests began to discuss them with much 
warmth ; while the missionary's wife, who knew that 
Prosonno could not have seen an English newspaper 
while he was in confinement, and would probably, 
therefore, be Kttle acquainted with the matter, took 
him on one side, to draw him out on the maimers 
and customs of his own people. This was a subject 
which it was her great desire to sift to the very 
bottom ; for she knew well, that without an intimate 
knowledge of the people among whom one labours, 
there is but small chance of doing them good. 

She asked Prosonno what struck him most among 
Christians as new and strange. He replied, as all 
new converts would be sure to do : — 

L 
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'* The ladies, madam, most decidedly." 

*"An equivocal compliment at best 1" returned the 
lady, laughing. " Well, and what is your verdict on 
these said new and strange articles ?" 

" To tell you the truth, madam, they puzzle me. 
Our ladies are not wanting in beauty and sweetness, 
and even in intelligence ; and yet they are as dif- 
ferent from EngUsh women, as is the jungly mari- 
gold from the garden rose." 

"And surely the difference in both cases arises 
from the same cause, Babu — namely, the want of cul- 
ture. It is the culture of English women, both in- 
tellectual and moral, that makes them what they are. 
In proportion as the mental atmosphere they breathe 
is refined and pure, to that degree do their minds 
become pure and elevated. Now tell me what are 
the surroundings of your women while they are yet 
children. Is their aught in their early education to 
lead their minds to what is true and elevated ?" 

" Alas, no I " replied Prosonno. " A little girl 
among us is supposed to have no religion at alL 
Religion is not thought to be a child's matter. The 
first text or montro is whispered into her ear when she 
is about fourteen. Till then she is allowed to grow 
up in utter ignorance of the nature of a prayer ; that 
is, at least, if we except one trifling religious cere- 
mony, which has more of evil in it than good." 

" And what is that ?" asked the lady. 

" I hardly like to tell you, madam; it is so utterly 
foolish ; and yet, as you say, this want of training and 
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evil training combined, account for so miicli that is 
wrong in Hindu females, that perhaps it is but fair 
that they should get the benefit of the excuse. The 
ceremony is this : The little girl is taught to dig a 
tiny toy-pond in the garden, to stick a branch of 
the Bel tree in the middle, and then to worship the 
goddess Lilabotee — if worship it may be called — in 
words something like these : — 
" * At holy tank with holy flower. 
Who comes to pray this mid-day hour ? 
'Tis 1 1 Lilabotee, hear I 
And save thy child the burning tear. 
Which e'en must fall, should one be brought 
To share my lord's love. Curse the thought I 
And curse all co-wives ! One more boon, 
Make me a joyful mother soon,' " 
" And do you mean to say," asked the lady, " that 
that is aU the religion a girl is ever taught ? Surely 
it cannot be 1 " 

" Yes indeed, madam, I am ashamed to say that is 
all. I suppose the training of a little girl in England 
is something very different." 

" Different 1 Yes," said the wife of the missionary, 
while her eyes filled with tears at the remembrance of 
her childhood's home, and , of the father and mother 
she was never more to see : for it was at once her joy 
and her sorrow to be the "child of parents passed 
into the skies." Prosonno saw her emotion, and 
rightly judged that, now that her mind had travelled 
back to those days, she would be pleased to dwell on 
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them. Besides, he really wished to leam the early 
history of an English woman ; so he further inquired, 
**How is it different, madam? How are female 
children educated among you ?" 

" Well, Babu,'' replied the lady, looking quite in- 
terested now, " I have had little to do with the edu- 
cation of English children, having none of my own, as 
you know : and since my arrival in India, it has been 
nothing but Bengalee schools and Zenana teaching. 
Zenana teaching and Bengalee schools. But I will 
tell you about my own childhood, if you like. 
Babu, when I think of all the sweet influences, the 
holy examples, and wise teachings, that made heaven's 
atmosphere round that childhood, it grieves me more 
than I can express to hear what you have just been 
telling me. My first recollections stretch back to the 
time when I was four years of age ; and almost the 
first thing I can recall is going on a party of pleasure, 
with a great many ladies and gentlemen, to walk 
through a beautiful park. In vain did I try with my 
little feet to keep up with the rest; I was always 
falling back. At one time my shoes would be fuU of 
stones ; at another my progress would be impeded by 
my tiny frock catching in the rose bushes; tiU a 
minister in the party (our guru, Babu, you under- 
stand) came to me and said, * You cannot walk with 
the others, my child : I see that plainly ; come with 
me across the soft grass; we will reach the place 
where we are going to dine, as quickly as they will, 
though you take ever such tiny steps.' 
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" And then lie took me by the hand and led me on, 
he and I alone. Baby as I was, I knew it was an act 
of self-denial ; so I looked up in his face, and said, 
* Why do you come with me, when you were talking 
so nicely to papa ; I am sure you are sorry to come.' 

"He answered, *No, not at all sorry, my little girl: 
I am very glad ; and you too will learn, as you grow 
older, that there is no happiness like that which comes 
from trying to help others.' * This lesson was the 
first I remember from a guru, or teacher of religion, 
and I never forgot it.'' 

" Happy the child who has such recollections of a 
guru I" exclaimed Prosonno. " With us the advent 
of the guru is too often the sign for the father to 
frown ; for the little children to run and hide them- 
selves; and for the mother to look anxious and 
fidgety ; for well she knows that the teacher has come 
only for money and presents ; and that, whether she 
has them or not, they must be forthcoming, neverthe- 
less. But will you kindly proceed ?" 

" I was about to tell you," said the lady, " that I 
was born in England, where females are more inde- 
pendent than even our own countrywomen are in this 
land. Here the warm cKmate keeps us prisoners ; 
and I fancy we have also unknowingly imbibed some 
of our neighbours' false notions about female deUcacy 
and female reserve. But there, as the little song has 
it, ' Birds are free, so are we; and we live as happily/ 

* A personal recollection of the missionary, John Adam, who 
died in Calcutta in 1831. 
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Though we lived in the great city of London, with 
its thronged squares and public thoroughfares, you 
might have seen my mother, who was a very beautiftd 
woman, each Sabbath morning leading my sister and 
myself by the hand to our place of worship, through 
the most crowded streets; while no person dared to 
address us or molest us in any way ; or, if a bad 
drunken man attempted such a thing once or twice 
in a year, a mere look from my mother would silence 
him in a moment. 

" Now, this alone imparts a strength and a self- 
rehance to the female character, which it is impos- 
sible your women can attain in the recesses of their 
2ienanas. And then the teachings we received in that 
place of worship, how pure and holy they were! 
And the prayers we heard, how different to the one 
you have told me ! Instead of heaping curses on our 
fellow-creatures, we were taught to embrace all in the 
arms of love. Instead of dictating to God what our 
future should be, the minister told us we should never 
be so blest as in asking Him to choose our inheritance 
for us. And as for praying that we might become 
mothers ! I don't think that sort of thing ever enters 
the head of English children. The love of their 
parents, tx)gether with their books, and work, and 
play, fills all their thoughts and bounds aU their 
wishes." 

** And the poor little Bengalee child,"' exclaimed 
Prosonno, " has her mind filled with notions of mar- 
riage and nonsense like that from her very infancy, 
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and that by her own mother 1 It was but yesterday 
I heard the Cathechist's wife teaching her infant of a 
year old to imitate the soimds made by animals; that 
was well ; but a Hindu mother would have said in-* 
stead, *Baby, show me how you will cry when your 
husband comes to take you home •/ or * Baby, show 
me the little ears in which you will put the rings 
your husband will give you ;' and Baby goes through 
the pantomime, while her mind expands into un- 
healthy womanhood, before she can barely be called 
a child ! Oh it is sad, very sad 1 " 

*' Yes, English mothers would never talk in that 
way," said the lady ; ** but then you see they are edu- 
cated, and have something else to talk about ; where- 
as a Hindu mother has nothing. We must always 
member that ere we condemn them. Now I learnt 
almost all I know from my mother ; for I was not 
sent to school, except for two years, and that was 
when she and my father had to go over to America.'' 

" But how is it that English ladies get time to 
educate their children ? " asked Prosonno. " Do they, 
then, do no household work at all ?" 

" Oh I yes, they do a great deal," replied the mis- 
sionary's wife, " excepting ladies in the very highest 
classes. But there are sixteen waking hours in the 
day, and it is astonishing how much may be accom- 
plished in them, if judiciously laid out. I confess I 
am often amused at your Hindu ladies in their 
Zenanas. I go one day and set one of them a small 
piece of needlework to be finished in a week : I go 
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again ; only a few stitches have been done, and the 
excuse always is, * I had so much house-work to do ;' 
whereas, if the truth were known, they have had many 
hours to spend in gossip, sleep, and plaiting their 
hair. A Hindu lady would hardly believe what an 
EngUsh woman gets through in the course of the day. 
People are not such early risers in England as they 
are in India ; and yet by nine o'clock my mother, 
with the assistance of our two servants, got ready 
breakfast for us all. This duty, as we grew older, 
devolved upon myself and my sister ; but I speak 
now of the time when we were eight and ten years 
old. An hour after breakfast was further devoted to 
domestic concerns. The butcher, baker, and fish- 
monger called at the house for orders, as is the cus- 
tom in our country; so that there is no absolute 
necessity for either mistress or servant to go to 
market, as in India. My mother gave her orders ; 
. the things were brought to the house in a few 
minutes; (everything is done quickly there;) and 
then, when all had been put in comfortable train for 
the preparation of dinner, which was entirely the 
servants' duty, my mother sat down quietly to the 
instruction of her two children. Had she been less 
educated herself, we should probably have been sent to 
school, and my mother would have saved the money 
for that purpose (for we were not rich) by doing with 
her own hands many other household matters, such 
as ironing and needlework ; but she preferred that 
these less important duties should be performed by 
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persons paid for the purpose, while she devoted her 
more valuable time to us. Besides, being a thoroughly 
intellectual woman, education was more in accordance 
with her tastes than domestic work ; though I never 
remember to have seen that work neglected, when 
the performance of it would have conduced to the 
comfort of her husband or her children." 

" Now, what was it that your mother taught you ?" 
inquired Prosormo. " I should like to know what 
branches of learning are considered necessary for an 
English woman." 

" Whatever she has the sense and abiUty to ac- 
quire, I should think," said the lady, laughing ; " at 
least that was the system on which we were educated. 
It is always expected that a well-taught EngUsh girl 
will be thoroughly grounded in the knowledge of her 
Bible, of history, of grammar, of geography, and of 
arithmetic. But in what she learns beyond that, a 
judicious teacher will be guided by the tastes of the 
child herself. My sister's natural predilections were 
almost entirely different from mine. She excelled in 
music, while I never could learn a note. Besides 
English, I acquired two foreign languages, with the 
same ease with which I have since learned Bengalee ; 
while she never got properly through her French 
verbs. She liked drawing ; while my tastes, never in 
favour of anything mechanical, were directed to litera- 
ture. My mother's plan was to teach us what we 
did learn thoroughly well ; and not to cram us with 
accomplishments. Studies like these usually occupied 
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US for three hours each morning, and then would come 
a walk before our early dinner. My father was a 
literary man, and as his employments did not take 
him much from home, he was generally ready in 
these walks to be our companion. Oh, how we 
loved those walks with our dear father 1 Sometimes 
the studies of the morning were discussed, when 
his manly intellect would throw a flood of light on 
what we thought we already knew. Sometimes 
he would tell us what he had read ; sometimes the 
articles in the shops were commented on, for our con- 
versation was not all grave, and that would lead again 
to an examination of arts and manufactures, so that 
there was hardly a subject on which we did not gain 
some information during those walks. They would 
have been an education in themselves." 

" And no one thought it strange or unseemly,'' 
asked Prosonno, in some astonishment, " that grown 
up daughters should thus walk out with their father 
in the open streets ?" 

" Unseemly! No, indeed," replied the wife of the 
missionary ; "a young lady, accompanied by her 
father or her brother, may walk unmolested in any 
street in England." 

" And the time occupied in your walk was, I sup- 
pose, a time of rest to your mother ?" 

" Not at all, Babu ! My mother used to say that 
a woman's duties were manifold; — her house had 
claims on her ; her husband had claims on her ; her 
children had claims on her ; the poor had claims on 
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her ; the Church had claims on her ; and friendship 
had claims on her. And a woman, in her estima- 
tion, did not fulfil the end of her existence if she did 
not, in their proper proportions, satisfy all these 
claims. She had a great dislike to women who rush 
through life, having no time for anybody, or any- 
thing, save the one task they have imposed on them- 
selves. My mother used quietly to inquire of such 
by whose authority they thus acted. However, this 
is not a fault to which the ladies of your nation are 
prone. Better, perhaps, would it be if they were so. 
The very fault would be better than the life of utter 
inaction that they now lead. But in England it is a 
growing error. Some ladies will make the care of 
their children absorb so much time that they have no 
leisure whatever for the cause of God or the ameni- 
ties of social life. On the other hand, others give all 
their time to the poor, or to schools, or to collecting 
for the missionary cause ; and never have one spare 
hour to write to an absent friend ; or one pleasant 
day to devote to their family alone; and yet in 
each case they will tell you with supreme self-satis- 
faction, * I am doing a great work, so that I cannot 
come down.' They forget that as it is only self- 
appointed work, they are not authorised to add the 
words of Nehemiah, * for why should the work cease 
whilst I leave it.' But my mother did not belong to 
this class at aU. She was a most social, genial 
woman, with plenty of time for everybody. She 
could not have lived without some active labour in 
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the cause of God, and could hardly have lived with- 
out some society. So that when we went out for our 
walks, she would either sally forth on her district 
visitings among the poor ; or call on some favourite 
friend for an hour's talk ; or '(it might be) stay at 
home and write to some other friend, whom her 
voice of love could not reach. But idle she certainly 
was not. Nor did she rest there. Eight hours' 
sleep was quite enough rest for a healthy woman, she 
used to say, in addition to the half-dozen quarters of 
an hour in the day which will somehow be spent in 
inaction, divide your time as scrupulously as you 
will." 

" Why, ma'am," exclaimed Prosonno, " your Eng- 
lish ladies do more in a day than ours do in a week." 

"I told you, you would say so," replied the lady ; 
" but yet you have heard of the doings of half a day 
only. Let me finish my story. We returned from 
our walk generally about three o'clock ; then we 
dined ; and after resting a while, aa my parents did 
not retire to rest till ten or eleven, there were still five 
good hours before them. These hours were employed 
by my dear mother in various ways, but always use- 
fully. One afternoon she would give my sister a 
music lesson ; and the next would be devoted to my 
French or German. Tea was put on the table about 
half-past six, after which my mother took her needle- 
work, and my father brought his books from his 
study, and read and studied with her, while we were 
dismissed to bed. This was when they were alone; 
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but often a friend or two came in, and then the books 
were put away, and the evening was spent in pleasant 
and profitable talk. Each day began and ended with 
the worship of God ; each day was blest by Him and 
rendered happy, as I have described/* 

Prosonno sighed. Oh, how different had been 
that description from the history of a day in the very 
best of native homes, as was his own I There, if he 
excepted his own studies and those of his brother 
Nobo, who was really fond of reading, no work what* 
ever was done but what related to tte preparation of 
food, or to the still greater trivialities of their reli- 
gion. Indeed, the number of people living together 
in a Hindu house, sometimes as many as thirty or 
forty, seemed to preclude life from being made a 
serious and earnest thing ; so much of it was neces- 
sarily spent in idle talk or gossip ; something in the 
fashion of life in a great passenger-ship during a long 
sea-voyage. And yet Prosonno was not prepared to 
give up a certain liking for the fashions in which he 
was brought up. To his mind the plan of living in 
a house with only one's wife and children, seemed 
dull work ; so he asked the lady, whether it were 
always as she had described. 

" Nearly always," she replied. " A man does not 
marry imtil he is able to maintain a separate estab- 
lishment for his family, and as his wife is not a child, 
but at least twenty years of age when she marries, 
she does not need the care of a mother-in-law, and is 
perhaps better without her." 




174 MARRIAGE AMONG THE ENGLISH. 

" But is it right to leave parents in their old age to 
live all by themselves, while each son cares only for 
himself and his wife?" inquired Prosonno. 

" Well, perhaps not," said the lady ; " but such a 
case seldom occurs. Often there will be one of the 
daughters who remains immarried, and she will con- 
tinue to live with her parents, and take care of them. 
Then it is not till extreme old age comes on that such 
care is needed. At any rate, when it is needed, it is 
almost always afforded ; or when a mother is a widow, 
she often lives with her son, unless she has a separate 
maintenance, and prefers living alone. Still, as a 
general rule, each branch of the family among the 
English has a home of its own." 

" There is one thing, ma'am,'' exclaimed Pro- 
sonno, " that I cannot quite understand. Do you 
mean to say that there are yoimg ladies in England 
who never marry at all ?" 

" Numbers of them," replied the wife of the mis- 
sionary. 

" Well, then, surely that is not as it should be ?" 
asked the young man. 

" I do not pretend to say that it is," replied the 
lady ; " at the same time it cannot be helped. In 
England, where no man is allowed more than one 
wife, and where the emigration of the male part of 
the community is of such frequent occurrence, there 
are really not husbands enough for the women." 

" That seems very strange to us," returned Pror 
sonno ; " I wonder what my good mother would say 
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to facts like these. She would think I had got 
among an extraordinary people indeed. But it is 
one of the advantages of mixing with men of other 
nations and other habits, that we learn that our 
notions do not rule the entire world, and more than 
that, that our own notions are not always the best." 

** Exactly so,'' said the lady ; " and besides this an 
intimate acquaintance with foreigners often tends to 
correct harsh and erroneous views we may have 
formed of them. I, for instance, before I visited in 
the houses of Hindu families, used to think that, 
living as they do, there would be nothing but quar- 
relling among their inmates from' morning tUl night. 
But I did not find it was so. Even the wives of the 
same husband, in spite of all the curses you say they 
heap on each other, seem marvellously happy on the 
whole." 

** Oh, they have dreadful quarrels, sometimes!" re- 
turned Prosonno ; " but on the whole, as you say, 
they are happy, happier far than your ladies would 
be imder the circumstances, I fancy; ours are so 
much more pliable : their characters are not stereo- 
typed as yours are." 

Here the conversation was interrupted by the other 
visitors expressing a wish to take leave, whereupon 
the missionary, as was his wont, proposed that they 
should have prayers together before they separated. 
He read a chapter out of the Holy Book of the 
Christians, and then, while they all knelt round the 
table, he offered a prayer, in which each heart must 
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have joined. Not only were the petitions of such a 
nature that every man would use them in coming 
before the Most High God ; but there was also some- 
thing to suit the individual case of each one there. 
Prosonno thought within himself, " Oh ! that my 
heathen friends could hear prayer like this, and feel 
its value as I do. They would never more use those 
stupid charms and incantations of which they hardly 
understand a word 1 " When the worship was over, 
the little party separated. Prosonno never remem- 
bered to have spent so pleasant an evening. 

After a while his dulness and his home sickness 
vanished by degrees. He was frequently in the 
house of the missionary; on two evenings in the 
week he went for a special lesson on theology, and 
often visited it at other times. Whenever he went, 
the missionary's wife always received him kindly, 
and talked to him so encouragingly about Kaminee, 
that, actually a faint gleam of hope began to rise in 
his heart, that one day she too might be a Christian. 
But the missionary and his wife were English people, 
and could not entirely sympathise in his every thought 
and feeling ; so, after all, the native converts were his 
best and most intimate friends, and new ones were 
daily added to the number. 

There was one thing among the Christians that 
specially struck Prosonno as right and just ; although, 
being a brahmin, he might have been expected to 
chafe a little under the new regime. This was the 
total absence of caste. Hitherto all the lower castes. 
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in their numberless ramifications, had considered it 
an honour to be allowed to taste food prepared for 
him ; his blessmg was thought to be the highest 
privilege ; and some had even gone so far as to drink 
the water in which he had dipped his feet. All this 
was ended now. He was treated like a man, and 
being a gentleman in character, education, and man- 
ners, he was treated like a gentleman also. But this 
was not on accoimt of his brahminhood. Had he 
been educated like his poor brother Surjo, he would 
have found the lowest Sudras taking their place above 
him in the social scale. Then, again, there were no 
distinctions of food in this community. Each man 
ate what he liked, or abstained from what he dis- 
liked. As there was no kind of food forbidden, so 
there was none compulsory, as is erroneously sup- 
posed by many. All men are equal in the sight of 
Grod ; aU have originated from one common stock ; 
and believing this, there was no one found among 
the Christians who would dare refuse to eat anything 
cooked by another person of different or even inferior 
caste. Well they knew that the insult was not so 
great to the man as to the God who made him. Be- 
sides, their Bible declared, and Prosonno could not 
but acknowledge the doctrine to be soimd, though it 
grated harshly against his prejudices, that whatso- 
ever goes into the mouth cannot defile a man, but 
the sins that proceed out of his heart, such as evil 
thoughts, fornications, thefts, these are the things 
which alone are able to defile him, and render him 
mean and despicable. 
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Prosonno, however, did not learn this lesson in a 
day ; perhaps he never learnt it so completely as his 
friend Bam Doyal, who surprised him greatly one 
morning, by asking him to be present at his marriage ! 
Prosonno had only lived among the Christians about 
four months, and had not yet seen a Christian wed- 
ding, nor indeed had it occurred to him to inquire 
how such things were managed ; so he exclaimed in 
some astonishment — 

" You to be maiTied, Kam Doyal ! To whom ? I 
do not imderstand. The daughters of the gentlemen 
converts of this station seem all little girls ; but per- 
haps you have gone elsewhere to seek a bride ?" 

" No, she is here," replied Bam Doyal, laughing. 
"But I expected your aristocratic high mightiness 
would be offended at my choice ; so, though you hold 
the first place among my friends, you are the last to 
hear my secret." 

" WeU, you do puzzle me," said Prosonno, " you 
surely cannot mean to marry " 

" Marry whom ? " asked his friend. " Out with it^ 
I believe you will hit it off exactly." 

"Not one of the girls out of the orphan school? 
No, no, Bam Doyal, that must not be." 

"'Tis even so, however, Prosonno mine; and if 
betting were allowed among Christians, I would bet 
you ten to one, that in less than three months you 
will say I have done the right thing." 

" But, Bam Doyal, think a moment ; wh^t is her 
caste? They say those girls are the poorest of 
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orphans, rescned in some famine or other UiHSonntry. 
Why, her parents may have been basket-makers, or 
shoe-makers, for aoght yon know ! '*' 

" I hardly think it, frcxn her sweet face and &ir 
complexion," answered his friend. " But supposing 
they were as you say, I do not marry the parents, 
who are dead and g(Hie, but the dai^hter, who is as 
good, and as clever, and as pretty as any girl you 
would wish to see.'' 

" Oh, then I know her 1 " answered Proscmno. " She 
is the one who sits first in the second row at church, 
on the women's side, and they call her Suseela. Is it 
not so'?'' 

" Yes." 

" Well, she is pretty ; but fancy a l^-ahmin marry- 
ing nobody knows who. For my part, if Grod ever 
gives me my Kaminee, weU, but if not, Protestant 
monkhood for me ! If I am a Christian, that is no 
reason why I should sully my aristocratic blood." 

" As you please," returned Earn Doyal, shrugging 
his shoulders. " Now, will your brahminship conde- 
scend to attend the wedding or no ?" 

" Yes, indeed ; his brahminship will come ; he 
wants to see the fun. Why, Bam Doyal, in your 
admiration of that English poetess you so often read, 
you are ordering your wedding after the fashion of 
the one she writes of, at which 



half St Giles in frieze 



Was bidden to meet St James in cloth of gold.' 
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Pray are all the Babus to feast with the bride's 
school-fellows, on the school lawn, where they usually 
dine ?" 

" No, you provoking fellow. I did think of that, 
till the bride herself told me that her school-fellows 
preferred to have their feast apart. You see these 
basket-makers' daughters have some sense after all ; 
so as they have refused our company, I ask you to a 
wedding dinner at the chief catechist's, whose wife 
has kindly undertaken it for me. I cannot promise, 
however, that all the guests shall be brahmins. 
Babu S. was of the brazier caste ; Babu Gr. of the 
doctor, and Babu T. only a " 

"Oh yes, yes, I know that," returned Prosonno. 
** Still they are educated men and gentlemen ; and 
we as Christians have done with all other distinc- 
tions." 

" Oh, have we ? Only we will not marry a basket- 
maker I I am truly glad of it, because there is but 
one Suseela in the world, and I want her for myself." 
So saying, the happy bridegroom elect skipped rather 
than walked out of the room, and went to complete 
his arrangements with a native confectioner, respect- 
ing the quantity of sweetmeats to be furnished for the 
wedding feast. 

On the appointed day, about eleven o'clock in the 
morning, a large Christian congregation, consistiDg 
of men, women, and the girls of the orphan school, 
about sixty in number, assembled in the little church. 
When all was ready, the missionary beckoned to Earn 
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Doyal, who was seated among the men, to come and 
stand before him and the assembled witnesses. At 
the same moment the missionary's wife led in the 
bride, and the two stood side by side. She was about 
sixteen years of age, very modest and pretty, and was 
attired in a white muslin Saree, which served the 
purpose of a veil, and under the folds of which a 
tiglit-fitting pink silk bodice, trimmed with silver 
lace, showed to great advantage. Her beautiful 
long black hair was neatly plaited and fastened up 
with pins; while Bam Doyal, who was in a good 
situation, and able to afford the present, not caring to 
be wiser than the inspired writer, who asks, " Can a 
maid forget her ornaments, or a bride her attire ?" 
had bought his bride a few gold jewels also, after the 
fashion of the country. She wore them now for the 
first time, and they suited her well, and heightened 
the effect produced by her native beauty. The bride- 
groom himself wore his usual costume, with the ad- 
dition of only a Cashmere shawl thrown over hifl 
shoulders, the gift of a heathen uncle, who, lately 
pacified towards him, had taken this fitting oppor- 
tunity of showing his kind feeUng. The marriage 
service itself was very simple. It consisted in the 
missionary asking the bride and bridegroom in their 
native language whether, in the presence of God and 
of those witnesses, they took each other for their law- 
ful and only partner through life, to have and to hold 
until death parted them. They both joined hands, 
land answered, "We do." Then he pronounced them 
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man and wife, and said, " What God hath joined 
together let no man put asunder." After that a 
marriage hymn was sung, and then the missionary 
commended the newly-wedded pair to the keeping 
and the blessing of Grod. He prayed Him to take 
care of them at all times ; to increase their love for 
one another, and keep it constant and pure ; to give 
them children if He saw fit, and to bestow on them 
grace to bring up such children in the nurture and 
admonition of the Lord. Last of all, they signed a 
contract, containing promises similar to those already 
made in words, and then the marriage was complete. 

Prosonno contrasted this chaste and holy service 
with the disgusting proceedings that had taken place 
on the day on which he had brought home his wife 
from the house of her father: and the contrast tended 
to heighten his admiration of Christianity, that chosen 
religion in which he daily saw something new to love 
and to respect. As the bride and the bridegroom 
were going out of church to the house of the catechist 
where the feast was to be held, Prosonno whispered 
to his next neighbour — 

" Of course, as the bride is already a woman, there 
will be no second-marriage ceremony needed in a year 
or two, as is the custom among us ?" 

**0h no, certainly not," was the reply. "You 
know the cottage that Bam Doyal has lately taken 
and furnished? Well, thither he and his wife will 
repair as soon as the feast is over. What need will 
there be of another ceremonv ?" 
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** Oh ! I see none at all. But will they live alone? 
Can the bride be trusted by herself, all the time her 
husband is at office ? " 

" Live alone 1 Yes, of course. Ram Doyal's re* 
latives are all Hindus. With whom should he live ? 
And as for the bride, you had better not let her hus- 
band here that question of yours, if you wish to keep 
friends with him ; that's all/' 

" But I thought — I thought," said Prosonno, blush- 
ing, and hardly knowing how to get out of the di- 
lemma, " I thought she would be too inexperienced 
to get on well alone. There are dozens of things 
our wives have to learn from their mothers-in-law, as 
you know very well. Fancy our little brides being 
set down alone in a great empty house the day they 
were married! Why it would be the death of 
them!" 

'* Perhaps ; but that would be just because they 
are so little. There is some difference, you must 
allow, between a young woman of sixteen and a child 
of eight." 

" Well, yes ; I was forgetting that," returned Pro- 
sonno. " But do none of the native Christian girls 
marry till they reach this age ?" 

** Hardly any, and some are older ; and as for Eng- 
lish young ladies, I dare say our missionary's wife 
has told you, they often do not marry until they are 
twenty-five or thirty years old." 

The wedding feast went off remarkably well. 
There were some four and twenty native gentlemen 
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guests, who dined in the verandah off China pktes, 
it is true, but still preserving the Bengalee custom of 
sitting cross-legged on the floor, and eating with their 
fingers in preference to knives and forks. Their 
ladies were to take their dinner in an inner apart- 
ment. The viands consisted of rice, and six or seven 
varieties of curry, made of meat, fish, and vegetables ; 
they had nothing roasted or boiled. The above was 
their first course ; while the second was made up of 
curds, milk, and sweetmeats. It may seem strange 
to English readers that Christian converts, such as 
these, had not yet learned the European fashion of 
men and women sitting at meat together. Such 
must remember that the converts who appear in 
this story were in a transition state ; they had cast 
off their old religion ; but they were not prepared all 
at once to cast off every social usage that they had 
followed ever since they had possessed conscious 
being. By degrees they would do so. The husbands 
had already begun to eat with their own wives, when 
in the privacy of their homes ; but at a large party, 
men and women were still shy of mingHng together 
in social intercourse, such as would have been un- 
heard of in their native state. The dinner for the 
ladies was to be served about half an hour later than 
that of their husbands, to allow time to the catechist's 
wife (who was directress of the whole) to see that 
they were both properly attended to; she herself, 
kind creature, never attempting to sit down at all ; 
she could easily have something special for supper, 
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she said, when all the rest were gone. At length it 
was ready, when lol the bride was nowhere to be 
found. It was not difl&cult, however, to conjecture 
where she must have gone ; and one of the female 
guests immediately set out for the orphan school, 
which was but a little way off, remarking as she 
went, " To eat off a plantain leaf with those one 
loves, is sweeter than to feast off the golden dish of a 
stranger,'' thus thinks the bride, I fancy. Her pro- 
verb was literally verified ; for she found Suseela in 
the midst of her school-companions, who were dining 
on the lawn, each girl being furnished with a plantain 
leaf for a plate. They had done wisely in asking to 
be left to themselves. Both parties were the more 
comfortable for it, and theirs was the merrier party 
of the two. The bride had not dined with them ; she 
had merely been there to watch their enjoyment; 
that was natural. She now put on a very matronly, 
dignified air, and followed the woman who had come 
for her ; that was natural too. 

A few hours later found her alone with her husband 
in their neat cottage home. 

" Shall we kneel down, my Suseela, and ask that 
this house may become a temple in which God shall 
deign to dwell with us ?" he said. 

" Do so," was Suseela's reply. " Ask Him to live 
with us here, until we are ready to go to Him, and 
to inhabit the mansions that His love has prepared 
for us." And then they knelt down, those travellers 
together to that distant land, and asked for blessings 
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on that sweet home-nest that Qod had given them to 
sojourn in for a while. Earnestly did they pray that 
it might be flooded with light, and joy, and melody ; 
and be " a shadow faint, yet in its lines complete," of 
that better home of promised beauty, which had been 
purchased for them by the peerless love of Christ. 



CHAPTEE SEVENTH. 

It is time to turn once more to Prosonno's heathen 
home, and see what scenes were being enacted there. 
The horror and consternation that filled most minds 
at the recital of the terrible scene that had taken 
place on the river's bank, may be better imagined 
than described. Almost the first question that arose 
was, whether Kaminee ought to divest herself of 
her ornaments and begin the austerities of a state of 
widowhood. The grandmother decided it. Kaminee 
was not a widow. "As surely," she said, " as the sun 
would rise when that dreadful night should be passed, 
so surely would Kaminee's husband be given back to 
her one day. And Kaminee believed her ; for had 
not the magician promised him to her longing heart ? 
Those thirty-three days were not yet passed. Alas, 
poor child 1 All hope from that source was doomed 
to disappointment. The magician she never saw 
again ; and if ever her husband should be brought 
back to her, it would be through no divinations of his. 
The family were horribly shocked at Surjo's miser- 
able condition. Had they been acquainted with the 
full extent of his guilt, their feelings would have par* • 
taken more of indignation than of pity ; but the grand* 
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mother, the only person who could have told the 
truth, thought it wiser to hold her peace. So the 
tide of the family prejudice turned against the inno- 
cent and unconscious Prosonno ; while they all agreed 
that it was utterly impossible to harm a Christian or 
turn him from the error of his way ; the Devil, they 
said, helped his own. The Hindus have an uncon- 
querable dislike to hospitals, almshouses, or asylums 
of any kind. Thus it happened that although Surjo's 
madness assumed at times a violent character, £uid in 
reality needed skilful treatment, it never occurred to 
them to place him under restraint beyond such as 
they were able to contrive for him within the family 
home. At first they thought even this was cruel, and 
it was not until he had struck his own mother, and 
attempted to throw his infant daughter out of the 
window, that they gave orders for his confinement ; 
and where should his cell be ? There was no room 
in the house so secure as that in which Prosonno had 
been placed ; indeed, no other room was in the least 
secure. So Surjo was locked up in the very place 
that he had bolted and barred and nailed with his 
own hands for his Christian brother. 

His madness did not always assume a violent form. 
He would crouch down in a dark comer with his 
glaring eyes fixed on the wall and mutter curses and 
incantations, and sometimes seem to be talking to 
some one who was not visible to the eyes of his 
family. He was put under the charge of one of the 
servants, who remained with him, gave him his food 
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at regular hours, and attended to the lighting of his 
room at night ; for the wretched man could not bear 
to be left in darkness. His father and brothers at 
first would often go to see him ; but he rarely recog- 
nised them ; and it became such a painful duty, that 
after a while they gave it up. 

Mohendro himself was most anxious to go on a 
pUgrimage, and was only dissuaded from doing so by 
the earnest entreaties of his mother, who asked him if 
he could leave his eldest son in such a miserable con- 
dition, and his mother and wife in his brother's house ? 
The old man, however, endeavoured in some slight 
measure to atone for the family sins of the last six 
months, by performing his pujas with greater strict- 
ness than he had ever done. Prosoimo, the cause of 
all the evil, was never mentioned in the family. 
They had heard of his baptism with indifference, and 
not a word was said about reclaiming him again. 
" He had been the root of all this sorrow and disgrace," 
Mohendro said ; " why should they grieve to get rid 
of him ? He was their son no longer, but an outcast, 
a dog, a Christian!" 

The women all this time had been living quietly 
on, each performing her household work and giving 
the spare time to sleeping or thinking. Shoudaminee 
and Nistarinee slept nearly all day long: Shouda- 
minee, to forget her cares ; and Nistarinee, to drown 
'the dulness ; for she loved excitement, and half re- 
gretted that it was over. She forgot that she had suf- 
fered nothing in the matter ; while Shoudaminee and 
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Kaminee felt that their pleasant prospects in life 
were ruinei Kaminee would sit for hours in her 
own room, going over in her mind the events that 
had occurred since the morning that Prosonno first 
left his home. It seemed so long to her, and she 
was a&aid she should never see him again. The 
long-wished-for thirty-third day was over ; the magi- 
cian had not appeared, and she was fast giving herself 
up to despair. She clung to Hinduism, and yet 
longed to know more about the new religion that her 
husband professed. "Ah!" she thought, "there is 
no end to my troul>le : would that I had never beeu 
bornl" 

The old grandmother also reflected much on what 
had lately passed in the family, but in a very different 
way to Kaminee. Her mind dwelt most on Pro- 
Sonne's calm trust in the Grod he worshipped ; and 
his faith that that God would in the end deliver 'him 
from his enemies. And then she thought of Surjo's 
wicked schemes, and how they had all been frustrated ; 
how Prosonno had got safe to the missionary ; and 
how Surjo was lying chained in the room he had pre- 
pared for his brother. " Surely," she thought, " Pro- 
sonno's God must be the true God." She took great 
care of the Testament that the missionary had given 
her so long ago, and often longed to read it, and learn 
more about the religion of the Christians ; but she 
could not read herself, and she was afraid to ask any 
of the servants to read it to her, (for no one else 
would have done so even if they could,) in case fresh 
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suspicion should be awakened. She had to be con^ 
tent with thinking on these things, and hiding them 
in her heart. 

Things went on in this way for some little while ; 
but the family peace was soon again to be disturbed 
by another unexpected event. 

One night, about two months after the tragedy on 
the river's bank, the servant who had charge of Surjo 
was awoke by a piercing scream proceeding from the 
room in which Surjo was locked. He had gone in 
himself, an hour before, and left the miserable man 
asleep. Surjo had been much more tractable lately, 
and had begun to show signs of returning reason ; 
indeed, his father was entertaining the hope that he 
would soon be quite restored. The man, knowing 
this, was all the more surprised, and being very 
superstitious also, thought some evil spirit was with 
him. Without a moment's thought he rushed away, 
taking the key of the door with him ; for the screams 
were becoming louder and louder, and he was 
thoroughly frightened. Soon the whole family were 
at the door, calling in vain to the keeper for the key. 
It took several minutes to break through the numer- 
ous bars on the outside, and when the door went back 
with a crash, they saw the wretched Surjo biting his 
chains, tearing his hair, and raving, for he was sur- 
rounded with flame. 

At first they were too stunned to think of the 
cause ; but Chondro Kumar soon gave the order to 
bring water, which they threw over the miserable 
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man. This seemed only to increase his agony ; and 
when the fire was quenched, and M(^endro and his 
sons went to see the condition in which Surjo was 
left, they fomid him on the ground — dead. All kinds 
of restoratives were employed, but in vain. Suijo 
had gone to hear the terrible sentence from the 
righteous Judge, " Cast ye the unprofitable servant 
into outer darkness." The little oil-lamp had fallen 
from its niche in the wall on Surjo while he was 
sleeping, and had set fire to the thin muslin dress 
that he wore. So the light which Surjo could not 
bear to be without, proved the cause of his death. 

The family were far more shocked than in Proson- 
no's case ; and the old grandmother pondered long 
over Surjo's end. She made Nobo write and tell 
Prosonno ; and tried to cheer Shoudaminee's drooping 
spirit ; for she was looking forward with great dread 
to the life of hardship before her. 

The funeral ceremonies were very strictly attended 
to ; the father was determined to think of him only 
as the religious Hindu, and seemed to forget the last 
two months of his life. If they would cross his mind 
unpleasantly, the fault was laid on Prosonno, and 
Surjo was called the victim of his brother's anger and 
spite. 

When the feast which concludes the funeral rites 
was over, Mohendro told his family that they had 
better return home. They all readily agreed ; for 
they said they had been Hving on their brother's hos- 
pitality long enough ; and they would be delighted to 
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go away from the scene of SO much trouble. So they re- 
turned to the old house, which was half a mile from the 
missionary station where Prosonno lived. Grief in 
Bengalee households, though very violent at first, is 
soon forgotten. In a few weeks the life in Mohendro's 
fanuly quite regamed its usual spirit, and a stranger 
would scarcely have imagined that they had recently 
passed through so much sorrow. At length Mohen- 
dro determined to carry out his wish of making a 
pilgrimage to Benares, to offer atonement for Pro- 
flonno's sin in becoming a Christian, and to wash out 
the stain on the good name of the family. His 
mother and wife both tried to dissuade him from his 
purpose ; but he had decided, and would not listen to 
them. " I am growing an old man," he said ; " and 
if I delay, I shall never be able to go. I long to see 
the holy city, and it is time that Chondro and Nobo 
Kumar should learn to be the head of this house, as 
Surjo is dead, and I shall soon follow him.'' The 
day of his departure was a sorrowful one for the 
family. Mohendro blessed them in the name of the 
gods, and gave his sons instructions about the 
management of the household. They parted from 
him with much weeping. Chondro and Nobo accom- 
panied him to the railway station on the opposite 
side of the river, and saw him fairly begin his 
journey. Both the brothers agreed that their brother 
was most hard-hearted to have caused this sepa- 
ration, which almost broke his father s heart. A 
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fortnight after, Nobo Kumar received the follow- 
ing letter, which gave great joy to the whole house- 
hold:— 

" I, Mohendro Kumar Chatterjea, am always bless- 
ing you, and in my daily worship to the father Siva, 
am begging for your prosperity and success. I hope 
you and all the other members of the family are 
quite well in body and mind. Oh 1 my dear son 
Nobo Kumar, though I am at Benares, and enjoying 
the pilgrimage in every way, my spirit is with you in 
Calcutta. If ever you should be sick (which I do not 
wish) send for my friend Dr Komol Dutt, and tell 
him that your father will not mind the expense if he 
treat you well ; and he must send the bill to me, and 
I will pay it at once. Nobo, my son, I hope you have 
borne in mind all the counsels that I gave you before 
my starting for Benares. I shall repeat them again, 
that you may keep them the better in mind. Never 
walk in the sun. If you wish to go out anywheire, 
order the Sirkar to get you a garie or palkee. Never 
quarrel with anybody, especially with your Coll^ 
friends. Don t get into bad company. Speak plea- 
sant words to the servants ; never be harsh or rough 
with them ; for it is written in our Shastres that sub- 
jects and servants ought to be treated like sons and 
daughters. 

" Do not sit up at night to study; go to bed soon 
after eleven. Ah, my dear boy, do not read that 
fascinating book, the Bible; do not read any Christian 
books or associate with Christians, and especially with 
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that apostate for whom I have left Home, Family, 
Friends, and Country. 

" Write me letters as often as you can, and mention 
in them everything respecting home and yourself. 
Oto to Kalighat once a month. Kepeat your Shondhya 
every morning and evening. Be humble and forbear- 
ing : do not get angry suddenly, nor be hasty in any- 
thing. If you go out anywhere, always pray first to 
the goddess Kali, who will bless you and make you 
prosperous. Kemember, my son Nobo, that the above 
counsels are from a father who is to you a god ; so 
make a garland of them, and wear it round the neck 
of your mind, and act accordingly. Where is the 
apostate ? Does he ever write to you ? If he does, 
never reply. Has the Padri given him any situation ? 
How is he supporting himself now ? Has he received 
a Sahib's name ? Keep up no connexion with him ; 
forget that he is my son and your brother. He has now 
become an outcast by receiving baptism ; and he has 
no right to give out to the world that he is my son. 
Pluck him out of your mind, and think that he is 
dead. By the advice of the Bhottacharias here, I am 
about to perform a Sraddha for him who is now dead 
to me. How is that neighbour of mine, who has 
troubled me in the magistrate's court for the last six 
years ? If he try to do anything again, let me know 
at once ; and tell him that though I am at Benares, 
I am still living, and it will not take more than five 
days to go down to Calcutta. Never be afraid of him, 
my son ; he is as great a coward as a woman ; and 
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alwaj?. like women, his taUdng is eveiTdiiiig ; in his 
speech be can ec^iqaer all the kings ot the world, kill 
the brare^ soldiers, and destivvr the finest coontrifis ; 
but that is all and nctiiing mote ; ao do not be afraid 
ot him, mv sc»n. 

'• Xow I widi to close my letter, as I am going to 
see the father Siva in company with my Bhottachaiia, 
who is waiting for me ; hot for the sake of the pro- 
mise made to yon before I left. I shall gire yon a bri^ 
account of this holy place. According to my arrange- 
ments, bv rail and dak I reached this holy shrine 
• • • 

within six davs. On mv wav I had no dan£:er or 
tronble ; for this quick and safe journey I must thank 
the British Government On my reaching Benares I 
almost lost myself, thinking that I had entered into 
heaven. Oh ! how beautiful is this city; it is adorned 
with numerous temples of various shapes, and is 
crowded with people of every clime, colour, and coun- 
try. Some of these holy pilgrims who have the good 
luck of living in this holy place, always sit around the 
father Mohadeo, and worship him continually, while 
others loudly repeat the father's name, that is Bom, 
Bom. Mohadeo. Pilgrims come in thousands to bathe 
in the river Granges, the deliverer of the fallen, every 
day repeating the words, Horibol, Horibol, Bom 
Mohadeo. Bich pilgrims expend thousands of 
rupees in giving food and raiment to the holy brah- 
mins and the poor. Truly, Nobo, this is a holy placft 
Truly the god Mohadeo resides here. Happy are 
they who can afford to spend their lives in this place 
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by seeing and worshipping the father Siva every day. 
We are all enjoying good health by the mercy of the 
father Mohadeo. I bless you heartily, my son, Nobo. 
I hope the father Siva will bless you in all your 
engagements, and make you happy forever and for- 
ever. Eeport the contents of this letter to my 
friends." 

All Mohendro's letters were in this style, and his 
sons answered them regularly. For the next three 
months, life in Prosonno's family went on rather 
monotonously. Except to go to College, or very 
occasionally to visit a friend, Chondro and Nobo 
scarcely ever left the house. Their old friends had 
never got over the feeling that there was terrible 
disgrace on the family name, and were not nearly as 
warm as they used to be. The young men sometimes 
felt a wish to see Prosonno, for their anger disap- 
peared with time ; but they were afraid of incurring 
their father's displeasure, and it never came to any- 
thing. The old grandmother was growing more aged 
every day ; she often longed *to see her favourite boy 
again ; but Mohendro had exacted the promise that 
none of the women should leave the house while he 
was away. All this time Shoudaminee was expe- 
riencing the hardships of widowhood. It seemed 
doubly hard for her ; for being the Boro Bo, that is, 
the wife of the eldest son, she had been treated with 
even greater consideration than the others. The 
grandmother seemed most anxious that she should 
fulfil with great exactness all the rules in the Shastres 
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relating to widows, for she fiilly believed that a wife, 
by mortifying her own flesh, may win for her dead 
husband, however great his sins, the greatest blessings 
and highest honours in the Hindu heaven ; and she 
had a feeling in her heart that aU that could be done 
for the benefit of Surjo's soul ought to be done ; for 
after aU, was he not her grandson as well as the 
rest? 

The trials of a Hindu widow are many. She is not 
allowed to sleep on anything but the floor ; she is 
allowed only one meal a day, and that must be of the 
simplest kind, rice and vegetables ; meat and fish are 
strictly forbidden ; while twice a month she has to 
fast altogether. She is forbidden to wear a single 
ornament ; and her sarie must be made of thick white 
cloth ; she is not allowed to plait her hair or orna- 
ment it with vermilion. Now, the wearing of jewels 
and plaiting of hair are the greatest pleasures of a 
Hindu woman; it was no wonder, therefore, that 
Shoudaminee felt the privation keenly. She was 
young, about twenty-five ; and this life of trial had 
come upon her so unexpectedly, which seemed to 
make it aU the harder. Her grandmother tried to 
cheer her ; and Kaminee suggested that it ought to 
be some consolation to her to know that she was 
doing something for her husband, while she herself 
could do nothing. Happily her temper was good; 
so she tried to bear it patiently without murmuring. 

Kaminee was getting more and more dissatisfied 
with Hinduism. She found no rest in it, she was 
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growing tired of the daily pujas, which she performed 
with great exactness. At the end of each day she 
would ask herself if she were benefited by what she 
had done ; she felt she was not ; yet did not know 
where to learn better. If ever she broached the sub- 
ject to Nobo, he always turned it off, saying, " A 
woman's thoughts ought to be in the household, and 
not go roaming about seeking after a new religion ; 
there was something bad in everything, and he sup- 
posed Hinduism was not an exception." 

One morning as Kaminee and Nistarinee came 
upstairs from washing the plates and finishing other 
domestic matters after their morning meal, Kaminee 
said — 

" OhI sister Nistar, as we have nothing particular 
to do just now, suppose I get my Sisu shikhya, (Spel- 
ling-book,) and begin to teach you the alphabet." 

" Teach me to read 1 " exclaimed Nistar ; " why, 
all the old women tell us that if we learn to read we 
shall become widows." 

" Oh 1 you believe that,*' replied Kaminee ; " in 
my father's house there used to be a school for little 
girls, and do you think they aU became widows? 
Look, besides, at the families we know. Kartik 
Babu's wife can read and write beautifully, and is 
she a widow?" 

" Well, we don't know what may happen," said 
Nistar ; " may be, if we were not widows, we should 
turn Christians." 

" Christians 1 Well, perhaps there are worse 
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people in the world than Christians," said Kaminee 
quietly. 

Nistarinee fired up directly. 

" You like the Christians 1 Kaminee, after what 
has happened in our family, what would our father- 
in-law say?" 

" Oh ! I said nothing about being a Christiaix my- 
self ; so pray say nothing more about it. Do you 
know that in Bholanath Babu's house the Boes 
(young married women) are learning to work?" said 
Kaminee, quickly changing the subject ; though she 
had been thinking a good deal about it lately, but 
saw at once that it was a dangerous one. 

** Needle-work ! now that must be rather pleasant," 
said Nistar. " I suppose learning work won't make 
us Christians; who teaches them, Kaminee?" 

" Why, it seems their milkwoman has a friend, 
who knows some one who can work. She went one 
day, and they were all so deKghted with it, that they 
have engaged her to be their teacher, and are going 
to give her three rupees a month for it." 

"What are you talking about?" asked Shouda- 
minee, who had just joined them. 

" Oh ! about learning to work," said Nistar. " When 
our father-in-law comes home, I should like to go to 
Bholanath Babu s house to see how the women do 
work there." 

" And see what the new bride is like," said Ka- 
minee, rather mischievously ; " and examine all her 
jewels ! " 
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''Well, if you think I am curious, you are mis- 
taken," said Nistarinee, who was rather mortified at 
having her weak point discovered ; " so to show you 
that I am not so, pray go yourself. Mistress Kaminee." 

"Now, Nistar, do not get angry so easily," said 
Shoudaminee, who was generally peace-maker ; for 
she possessed by far the best temper of the three. 
" You are as soon set on fire as a lucifer match. Be- 
sides, I do not care for jewels, as I cannot wear them 
myself ; and Kaminee, you know, is not allowed to 
go out since her husband went away ; so you are the 
only one who can go/' 

" Well," said Nistar, who carried her resemblance 
to lucifer matches to the extent that her fire went out 
as soon, " well, perhaps I may ! I should very much 
like to tell you if the new bride is fair or dark ; what 
her eyes are like ; and whether she is good-tempered 
or not." So the conversation ended for that day. 

At the end of four months, Mohendro returned. 
The family rejoicing was delightful. All sorts of 
small feasts were planned ; " for it is to be hoped," 
said his wife, " that we have had enough misfortune 
to last us till we die, and that we shall Hve in peace 
for the rest of our days." 

It happened that about this time Surjo's eldest son, 
Gropal, reached the age of eight years, the time when 
all the children of brahmins are invested with the 
poita or brahminical thread, in token of their caste 
and position in society. His mother thought that 
there could be no more fitting time for this cere- 
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mony than the present, and it was settled accord- 
ingly. Mohendro intended to perform it himself. 

On the day appointed, Gopal was taken from the 
women's apartments into the outer court. Here there 
were a great many brahmin priests assembled ; and 
in their presence, with innumerable prayers to the 
gods, Mohendro gave his grandson a new umbrella, a 
new pair of wooden shoes (khorom), a new bamboo 
stick, and a new dhooty and chudder, the Hindu 
man's dress. After this he was presented with a 
poita, very like a skein of cotton in appearance, with 
a piece of leather and some kiLsa grass bound round 
it. For the next three days Gropal was kept in a 
room by himself, to be purified; it was specially 
necessary that he should not see a woman's face, nor 
hear a woman's voice. At the end of the third day, 
he went in company with his relatives and friends 
to the side of the holy river, and offered the seven 
things which he had received three days ago to the 
goddess Gunga. After bathing himself, he received 
a new suit of clothes, and was invested with a new 
poita. Then he returned home, a brahmin on his 
own account. The ceremony concluded with a 
grand feast. Notwithstanding the heavy expenses 
that had fallen upon the household, Mohendro spent 
no less than five hundred rupees on this worthless 
form. He was too proud to show his friends that the 
troubles that had come on his family had altered his 
position as a wealthy man, if they had affected his 
reputation as a devout Hindu. 



CHAPTER EIGHTH. 

While the ceremony described in the last chapter 
had been going on, Kaminee's mind was ill at ease. 
The separation from her husband made her mihappy, 
and the cause of the separation made the wretched- 
ness doubly bitter. To her idea it would have been 
far better that he should be dead, as his family had 
supposed him to be, when they took him to the river 
side, than live to be an outcast. Then she could have 
mourned for him as a faithful Hindu widow should. 
Now she could only weep in secret, and long in vain 
for his return ; though she could not help indulging 
the secret hope, that if by rigorous austerities, she 
could in any way atone for his sin, and appease the 
anger of the gods, he might yet be restored to her. 
' With this view, as well as to try and find some com- 
fort in her sadness, she redoubled her attention to all 
the ceremonies of Hinduism. She increased the 
number of her daily pujas, and fasted so long and so 
often as to undermine her strength. Not content 
with performing these pujas herself, she would often 
coax her husband's little sister, Hemlota, to learn 
them from her. Hemlota was a bright lively little 
thing, and hardly had patience to go through the . 
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mony than the present, and it was settled acc< 
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long t^ous repetitions of these varions services ; but 
she could never long resist the winning gentieness of 
her elder sister, to whom she looked up as to a supe- 
rior being ; and love for her generally made her an 
apt scholar. But aU these things, though they won 
for her increased esteem in the family, and the hearty 
love of little Hemlota, brought her no real peace of 
mind. She was restiess and unhappy, and seemed to 
take but little pleasure in anything. 

While she was feeling thus, the grandmother one 
day expressed a great wish to pay a visit to her 
favourite Prosonno. She felt as she got older that 
her strength was failing, and she longed to see her 
darling once more. Mohendro, though he would not 
have allowed any one else even to mention Prosonno's 
name to him, (so bitter was his feeling against the 
poor boy,) was so accustomed to treat his mother 
with deference, and to accede to all her wishes, that 
he immediately made arrangements for her to go in a 
closed palanquin to the house of an intimate friend 
of his, whose family she was accustomed to visit in 
this way, and who lived very near the mission station. 
It would have been out of the question to allow her 
to go to the station itself ; for a visit to her grand- 
son, in his Christian home, would have revived the 
memory of the disgrace, the shadow of which still 
rested on his family, from one of its members having 
become a Chiistian. As soon as she arrived at the 
house, she sent a message to Prosonno that she was 
there, waiting to see him, and he joyfully obeyed the 
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summons. He could hardly express his delight at 
seeing her again. When his first excitement had a 
little subsided, he asked eagerly — 

" How are they all at home ? My father and 
mother; and my beautiful Kaminee? You can- 
not think how I miss her sweet face and gentle 
ways." 

" Your father and mother are well," she replied ; 
" and so is Kaminee ; though of late she has seemed 
to me to look more sad and anxious than usual. Oh ! 
my boy, my darling, how could you leave us ? How 
can you live like this, away from us all ?" 

" It is hard," rejoined Prosonno, " and I often feel 
very sad about it ; but I did it to serve a Grod who 
calls HimseK our Father, who promises to comfort us 
as a tender mother would comfort her darling child ; 
and who has made Himself known to us as a Sea of 
Love ; and He does help and comfort me.'' 

" A Sea of Love !" repeated the grandmother, " a 
sea of love 1 Yes, those are the very words I heard 
once so long ago from the missionary, when he saved 
my child's life at Saugor, and gave your father the 
book I gave you. But he told me something else 
about some One who has made an atonement for our 
sins. What was that ?" 

Prosonno had heard his grandmother relate to his 
uncle Kajendro, how his life had been saved on 
Saugor Island by the interference of sepoys ; but she 
had never mentioned the missionary or the Testament 
he had given her ; and Prosonno had often wondered 
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how the book which had been such a comfort to him 
had come into her possession. Now his face beamed 
with joy, as he replied, " The missionary must have 
told vou of Jesus Christ He is the Son of Grod, and 
fio great was His love to us, that He willingly bore 
the punishment that our sins deserved ; and now, if 
we trust in Him and obey Him, He will make us 
happy with Him for ever in heaven." 

" Yes, yes, that was it,'' exclaimed the grand- 
mother. " What wonderful love ! But you said we 
are to live in heaven forever. Then do not you expect 
ever to return to the earth in some other form of 
existence, as the Shastres say we shall ?" 

" No, no," answered Prosonno. " The book you 
gave me says that those who once enter heaven shall 
go no more out. They shall be forever with the Lord, 
who died for them. They shall see His face, and 
rejoice in His love ; and the heaven where they shall 
live exceeds in beauty anything that we have ever 
seen or heard of, or that we can even imagine." 

" Those are beautiful words," said his grandmother; 
" but tell me, my boy, how do you live here ? Who 
supports you?" 

" The missionaries do at present," answered Pro- 
sonno, " till I can get my own living. As soon as 
my studies are finished, I shall receive a salary, just 
enough to live on, that I may spend all my time, 
telling every one who will listen to me of the won- 
derful love we were talking of just now." 

" And how do you spend your time now ?" 
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" In study chiefly, as I did when I was at home ; 
and in spare hours I visit my Christian friends." 

" Have you many friends ? " asked his grandmother. 

" Yes/' answered Prosonno, " all the Christian Babus 
here are very kind to me ; especially my friend Earn 
Doyal, whose conversation first led me to think of 
Christianity, and the missionary and his wife, who 
live in that large white house over there ; they are 
living in this country, away from their relations and 
friends, for the love of Christ, so they understand 
something of what I feel. Oh 1 if all of you at home 
only knew that love ! Tell Kaminee, if she will hear 
you, how I long and pray that she may know it, and 
how often I tlunk of her and long to have her with 
me. 

" Yes, I will tell her. But I must go now. Your 
father would not like me to be longer away from 
home. Good-bye, my boy. Whatever the others 
at home may think of you, remember I always loved 
you, and mentioned your name with vows in my 
pujas every day. May the gods send you all success 
and prosperity 1 " 

Prosonno returned his grandmother's salutation, 
and sad, yet comforted, he saw her return home. 

The grandmother after this visit began to feel her 
strength declining, and cared less and less for the 
little events occurring around her. Kaminee saw 
this with concern, for she was sincerely attached to 
the Thakoor Ma ; and of late she had been espe^ally 
drawn to her, as she was the only one in the house 
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who would speak kindly, and sometimes even speak 
at all, of her husband. She had received his message 
from her on the day of the visit, and since then had 
grown more thoughtful and anxious than ever, though 
she never seemed inclined to talk to any one of what 
was passing in her mind. 

As time went on, the grandmothers weakness 
increased, and she was soon glad to leave all the 
little household occupations, with which she was 
accustomed to busy herself, to the younger women, 
while she passed most of her time in quietness or in 
sleep, till she was no longer able to rise from her bed. 
Kaminee and Shoudaminee were then in constant 
attendance on her, and were most dutiful in their 
attentions. Sometimes she would question them as 
to the little news they had heard during the day, or 
ask about the children ; but oftener she would lie still, 
with her eyes closed, as they thought, asleep. On 
one of these occasions, after lying in this way for 
some time, she opened her eyes, and seeing Kaminee 
and Shoudaminee sitting beside her, she said, " Ka- 
minee, did your husband ever speak to you about One 
who made an atonement for our sins ? " Shoudaminee 
heard the question, and said in a whisper to Kaminee, 
" Her mind must be wandering, from her being so 
weak. Perhaps she is feverish. Shall I bathe her 
head?" She rose, and was going for some water, 
when the grandmother, who had heard the whisper, 
said, " No, my daughter, my mind is quite clear ; stay 
and hear what I have to say." 
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Shoudaminee came near to her, and she i:epeated 
her question to Kammee. 

"Yes," replied Kaminee, "he told me that and 
many other strange things about a new religion he 
had found. I suppose, now, it must have been 
Christianity/' 

" Yes, it was," answered the grandmother. " I 
wish I knew more about it ; but this one thing about 
the atonement I know, because he told me about it ; 
and the missionary told me the same long ago. It 
was the Son of God who did it, because He loved us." 

"That is what the Christians believe," said Shou- 
daminee ; " but we know it cannot be true." 

" But I think it must be true ; I have long thought 
so," replied the grandmother, earnestly. " I will tell 
you why. We all know that God has made us, and 
made us with hearts to love. Now this religion says 
that He is a sea of love, and that His Son died for us, 
purely out of love, that we might love Him and be 
His servants for ever; yes, even after death never 
more to return to the earth in any form, but to be 
with Him for ever in heaven. But who ever thinks 
of loving Shiva or Vishnu ?" 

Kaminee thought for a few minutes, and then said, 
" But how can you call that a religion of love, which 
has separated your grandson from us all, and makes 
him willing to Uve away from us?" 

"Is it Christianity or Hmduism that has done 

that?" replied the grandmother. "Hinduism has 

taught his family to try to forget him, or to hate 

o 
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foang men had been busy decorating with flowers 
and garlands. Mohendio then took a Umb, in his 
hand, and after again invoking the holy places, said, 
" Majthe gods with flaming mouths bum tibis corpse." 

After this prayer, he walked roond the pile, with 
his right hand towards it; then drof^ing his left knee 
to the ground, he applied the fire to it, and to the 
mouth of the corpse, while the priests recited these 
words : '' O Fire, may she be reproduced from thee, 
that she may attain the r^on of celestial bliss. May 
this offering be auspicious ! " 

The whole party then walked in [nxx^ession round 
the pile, each throwing fresh pieces of wood on the 
fire, saying, " Salutation to thee, who dost consume 
flesh!" 

When the body was burnt, they again walked in 
procession round the pile, this time with their left 
hands towards it, and their faces carefully turned 
away from the fire. After this they proceeded to the 
river and bathed in it, offering the prayer, " Waters, 
purify us!" and then made the usual offering of water 
to the spirit of the departed one. 

They now changed their clothes, and seated them- 
selves on the grass, at a little distance from the burn- 
ing place, to rest ; while they sought consolation in 
repeating sentences on the shortness and vanity of 
human life, such as these : — 

" Foolish is he who seeks permanence in the human 
state; unsolid like the stem of the plantain tree; 
transient like the foam of the sea." 



CEBEMONIES AT THE HOUSB. 217 

" The eaxth is perishable ; the oceans, the gods 
themselves pass away; how shall not that bubble, 
mortal man, meet destruction ? " 

" AU that is low must finally perish ; all that is 
elevated must ultimately fall. AU compound bodies 
must end in dissolution, and life is concluded with 
death." 

The party remained by the river side during the 
whole of the day; and towards evening, took their 
way home, Mohendro carrying a new earthen jar full 
of water, and the rest walking in procession, led by 
Eajendro's youngest son, as he was the youngest 
among them, while one of the priests walked on in 
front bearing a thick staff in his hand, with which he 
was supposed to frighten away ghosts and evil spirits. 
When they reached the door of their own house, Mo- 
hendro, after purifying a spot of ground, by washing 
it with a brush, made of kusa grass, dipped in water, 
erected on it a small altar of earth, covered it and 
the ground all round it with kusa grass, and then 
proceeded to prepare a funeral cake, made of boiled 
rice, teela-seed, honey, milk, butter, and eugar, which 
he laid on the altar with these words : — 

" mother, may this first funeral cake which shall 
restore thy head, be acceptable to thee 1 '* 

Then purifying the spot again in the same manner 
as before, he placed some flowers, a lighted lamp, 
betel leaves, and an earthen vessel containing teela- 
seed and water, with a roll of woollen cloth, beside 
the cake, as offerings to the departed spirit, saying, 
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'' May these things be aooeptaUe to tiKe ;* after iriikb 
they all entered the house. 

For ten days the monming f(»r the Thakoor Ma 
lasted. Daring this time, none of the family tasted 
any food daring the day, bat paitook of one meal at 
night. This meal consisted oidy of sodi things (det- 
titate of all seasoning) as they conld procoie rea^ 
for eating, as no cooking most go on in tiie house. 
The men refrained from shaving and smoking ; Hie 
women went without their omaments, and needed 
one of their favourite employments, that of biaidii^ 
and plaiting their long luxuriant hair. Every one 
was gloomy and sQent, and even the daily pujas, 
which nothing else could interfere with, were sus- 
pended. During the ten days, funeral cakes were 
offered by Mohendro, in the same way as on the first 
day, accompanied with libations d teela-seed andwator, 
the number being increased each day according to the 
number of the days. These cakes were supposed each 
to restore some part of the renewed body of the 
departed one. On the morning of the tenth day, he 
offered ten funeral cakes, saying these words, " May 
this tenth cake, which diall fully satisfy the hunger 
and thirst of thy renewed body, be acceptable to ULee!" 

After this another ceremony was to be performed, 
that of gathering the ashes of the funeral pile, which 
had been carefully preserved at the burning place icet 
the purpose. After various offerings erf food and water 
to the departed spirit, the priests who were assembled 
to assist in this rite, recited this prayer : — 
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" May the wind blow sweet, the rivers flow sweet, 
and salutary herbs be sweet unto us 1 May night be 
sweet, may the mornings pass sweetly, may the soul 
of earth and heaven be sweet unto us 1 May all herbs 
and trees be sweet ; may the sun be sweet unto us I" 
Then followed another prayer to this effect, " What- 
ever may be deficient in this food, whatever may be 
imperfect in this rite, whatever may be wanting in 
its form, may all that become faultless ! " 

After these prayers, all the priests were invited to 
partake of a sumptuous feast, and Mohendro gave a 
large sum of money to the principal brahmin, as a 
fee for ftilly completing the obsequies performed in 
honour of his mother. 

The priests then offered another prayer, after 
which all the men of the family accompanied them 
to the burning place. On arriving there, the whole 
party invoked the deities of the place, by offerings 
of various kinds of food, water, wreaths of flowers, 
and incense, while Mohendro repeated the words, 
" Salutation to the gods, whose mouths are devouring 
fire I " He then repaired to the place where the bones 
of the dead were concealed, sprinkled them with 
various perfumes, and put them in a kind of casket 
made of leaves. This he placed in a new earthen 
vessel, which he carefully closed with a lid, and tied 
up with strong thread. Then choosing a clean spot, 
where he thought encroachments of the river were 
not likely to take place, he dug a deep hole, the 
bottom of which he lined carefully with kusa grass. 



He then placed tlie euthen pot in the hxAe, and 
ooreied it with euth, thcms. and moes. After scnne 
time had di^ieed. he would again Tisit the qK)t, 
throw the ashes of the fonenl pile into the riyer^ 
and fin op with earth the excaTation where they had 
rested. Now the wh<de party bathed in the river, 
pot on clean clothes, and had th^nselyes shaved. 
They then returned home, and, according to Hindu 
ritual, were considered porified. 

As ior Eaminee, she was glad in her heart when 
these ceremonies were over. They wearied her, and 
seemed to her more useless and vain than ever. She 
read every ni^t of those t&i days ol monming in 
the Testament, and had lingered long, thinking and 
wondering, over the Christian doctrine of the Besnr- 
rection. ^e longed to know what was truth, and what 
was error. She was b^inning to love the religion 
she was learning about ; but what if it should be isiae 
and mistaken after all ? She thought and thought, 
but her thought seemed only to grow troubled and 
confused ; and she never could come to anything like 
a satisfactory conclusion. She determined to question 
Nobo, and try if he could satisfy her mind on the 
subject. So one day, when he had finished dinner, 
while she was in a small room preparing his paun, 
(a preparation of betel-nut, mace, and other spices, 
wrapt in a piece of betel-leaf, of which the Hindus 
are very fond,) and he was standing by one of the 
pillars in the verandah, waiting for it, after looking 
cautiously round, to see that there was no one near, 
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and likely to overhear their conversation, she began, 
" Nobo, have you not read some English books about 
the reasons Christians have for believing their religion 
to be the true one ? I wish you would tell me some 
of those reasons." 

" Why, sister,'* exclaimed Nobo, " what have you 
got into your head now ? You could not understand 
them if I did tell you." 

" Yes, I could, I am sure I could ; I wish you 
would tell me them, Nobo." 

" I tell you, indeed I surely one in the family be- 
lieving that nonsense is enough. It brought us trouble 
enough at any rate. Besides, what business can a 
woman have with such questions ? I see how it is. 
You are tired of your household duties, which are a 
woman's proper caUing." 

" No, indeed ; I do quite as much as Shoudaminee 
or Nistarinee; but Nobo, none of my occupations 
need my thoughts, and a woman can think, you 
know. I have been thinking a great deal lately 
about Christianity; that is, ever since the Thakoor 
Ma went to see your brother. Nobo, what if it 
should be true after all ? " 

Nobo was startled by the sudden earnestness with 
which she said this, but he said quietly — 

"Well, sister, and what are your reasons for 
thinking it might be true ? " 

** Why, I have been thinking about what Ihe 
Thakoor Ma said your brother told her, about its 
being all a religion of love. The love of God gave 
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After the way in which Nobo had treated the 
inquiries she had ventured to make, she was afraid 
to ask him more of what she longed to know, and 
this led her, timidly at &st, but by d^ees more and 
more confidently, to pray to the Christian's God, that 
if He were indeed the true (Jod, He would teach her 
what was the true religion. At last, however, one 
day, she summoned up courage to speak to Nobo 
again, as he was sitting reading in one of the back 
verandahs of the house. She came up to him, and 
began cautiously — 

" Nobo, do you remember advising me one day 
not to think of things I could not understand ! It 
might be very good advice, but I want you to tell 
me how I am to follow it. I am constantly thinking 
of what I have heard about Christianity. How can 
I help it?" 

" Why, sister, you should be the last to ask that 
question ; you who have the advantage so few women 
have, of being able to understand the prayers and 
montros of our religion. Why do you not study and 
repeat them more ? If you must think, meditate on 
the attributes of the gods ; that would be safe think- 
ing for you." 

" But all my thinking will not undo the wrong 
thoughts I have had about them already, if they are 
wrong. If we believe that the gods will punish those 
who offend them, and then, just because they choose, 
they say * I forgive you,' now can we expect them to 
reward those who are good and religious like your 



EFFORT TO GET HEMLOTA MAERIED. 225 

father ? Now your brother told me that the Chris- 
tians' God said He would punish sin, and He did 
punish it. His own Son became incarnate to bear 
the pimishment for us; therefore I could trust 
Him/' 

" Well done, sister," said Nobo, laughing ; " you 
have found your way to the favourite argunaent of 
the Christians. But how could you trust a Being 
who could punish the innocent for the guilty ?" 

" Because He took the punishment on Himself, of 
His own free will, out of love to us. If He was God, 
it could not have been laid on Him without His will. 
Besides, He said so Himself. I have read" — 

Here Kaminee suddenly recollected that she was 
betraying her secret, and looked up anxiously into 
Nobo's face, fearing lest he should ask her what she 
had read ; but, fortunately for her, her father-in-law 
appeared at that moment, and called Nobo away to 
talk to him in his own room. 

The subject on which Mohendro wished to consult 
with his son was no less important a one than the 
marriage of his little daughter Hemlota. She was 
now between seven and eight years of age, when, 
according to Hindu custom, a father ought to seek a 
bridegroom for his daughter. Chondro Kumar was 
very little comfort to the old man, so that Nobo was 
the only one with whom he could advise on matters 
relating to the family interests. 

Nobo agreed that it was quite time to think of the 

marriage. His only objection was the fear that his 

p 
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father would not have money enough to meet the 
expenses of the ceremony, in a manner befitting his 
position. 

"Leave that to me, my boy," replied Mohendro; 
" the family honour must not suffer now, after I 
have done so much to redeem it. Hemlota must be 
married ; and as for the money, that must go, if it is 
necessary. If it was written on my forehead that 
my house should come to poverty, what can I do 
against my fate ? " 

" Yes, indeed," said Nobo, " let the money go if 
needful; Httle Hemlota will be delighted with her 
new dignity, and with the jewels you will give her." 

Then followed a consultation between Mohendro 
and his son, as to the number and costliness of the 
jewels which the little girl was to receive ; it ended 
by Mohendro saying — 

" I shall send for the ghottok to-morrow, to look 
out for a bridegroom from some respectable family, 
and to make all the needful arrangements." 

The way in which marriages are made among 
Hindus would seem very strange to English readers. 
When a father wishes to get his daughter married, 
he sends for dk*gTwUok or go-between. This man 
generally belongs to the lowest class of brahmins, 
and his business is to introduce the father of a young 
man, who wishes his son to be married, to the father 
of one who wishes to find a bridegroom for his 
daughter. If the fathers are mutually satisfied with 
onexion, the marriage takes place, and the 
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ghottok receives a handsome present in money from 
both families. That evening Mohendro imparted his 
intention to his wife, and the next day it was the sub- 
ject of eager conversation among the women. 

While Mohendro and the rest of the family were 
engrossed with this affair, Nobo's thoughts were very 
differently engaged. The conversation he had held 
with Kaminee had not escaped from his mind, and 
now it made him feel troubled and uneasy. He had 
felt unsettled on the subject of religion ever since 
Prosonno's baptism ; but he was not at all prepared 
to give up his old prejudices in favour of Hindu 
customs, or to make the sacrifice that his brother 
had done ; so he tried to dismiss the subject alto- 
gether from his thoughts. Now it came back to him 
with fresh force. He had been putting the truth 
away from him ; and here was a woman, with little 
or no teaching as it seemed to him, with nothing but 
her woman's instinctive sense of what is true and 
false to guide her, feeling her way, as it were, gradu- 
ally, but surely, to the arguments that proved it true. 
He did not know that she had the surest of ail teach- 
ing, even the teaching of Him who hides His mys- 
teries " from the wise and prudent, and reveals them 
unto babes.'' But in a few days, two events hap- 
pened to turn the current of his thoughts in other 
directions. 

The ghottok who had been employed to look for a 
bridegroom for Hemlota, in a short time returned to 
say that he had hitherto been unsuccessful in find- 
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ing one whose position was worthy of Mohendro's 
daughter, and he feared he should remain so. He 
had, indeed, heard of several young men, belonging to 
highly respectable brahmin families, but they had all 
heard more or less exaggerated accounts of Prosonno's 
detention among his relatives : and aU were doubtful 
of the caste of a family which had had a Christian 
living among them for some weeks. 

In vain had the ghottok protested against the pos- 
sibility of a blot on Mohendro's caste, and told of his 
strict austerities and constant pujas, of his recent 
pilgrimage, and the large sums of money he had spent 
on the various shrines by the way ; — ^the feeling against 
him remained. There were daughters of other fami- 
lies, they said, whose caste had never been questioned, 
and they preferred that their sons should seek wives 
from such ; so that the poor man had but a sad stoiy 
to bring to his employer. 

Mohendro at first received him very angrily, and 
demanded to know who had dared to call in question 
the caste of a priest of the strictest order ; and Nobo 
had to use all the arguments he could think of, to 
appease his father's indignation. At last the old man 
gave in, saying sadly — 

" Surjo was right when he foresaw this. It is my 
fate. What can I do ? Well, well, we can let the 
matter rest for a few months, and then, if necessary, 
we must remove to some distant place, which the news 
of the misfortunes that have befallen our family has 
not reached." 
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He then dismissed the ghottok with a small pre- 
sent, and sorrowfully betook himseK to the pujas he 
always performed at that hour. 

The other event that occasioned some excitement 
in the family, was that Nobo one day returned from 
his evening walk with the intelligence that Prosonno 
had broken a blood-vessel, and was very ill. He had 
been to visit at the house where the Thakoor Ma had 
gone to see Prosonno, and there he had heard the 
news. On hearing it, he had gone over immediately 
to see him, for he had always in his heart retained 
a great aflfection for his brother; though he never 
allowed himseK to show it at home, for fear of dis- 
pleasing his father. He told the family that he had 
found Prosonno well taken care of by his Christian 
friends. His chief friend, Eam Doyal, had removed 
him to his own house ; as he could make him more 
comfortable there than in his own little room ; and his 
wife, Suseela, could prepare for Prosonno all the little 
dainties he had been accustomed to in his own home. 
The missionary and his wife, too, were very kind to 
him, and often came to see him ; and Prosonno felt 
and acknowledged their kindness ; though in moments 
of weakness, when his mind wandered, he would mur- 
mur all the dear household names he had learnt to 
love from childhood. His mother and Kaminee he 
constantly called for. Nobo went on to say that 
Prosonno was delighted to see him, and sent his 
love and remembrance to them all, and would not 
let him go tiU he had promised to tell Kaminee 
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that he still prayed that he might see her again 
before he died. 

Kaminee received this message very differently from 
the first which her husband had sent her. She had 
listened eagerly to every word Nobo had said, and 
now quietly went to her own room. She could not 
trust herself to speak ; but as soon as she was alone, 
she burst into tears, and wept long and bitterly. At 
last a thought came into her mind that made her face 
light up with joy. 

" Yes," she said to herself, " I can do it, and I will; 
I long to know more of Christianity. Oh, how gladly 
he would teach me ! I am a Christian in my heart ; 
I constantly pray to the Christian's God. Why should 
I not be with my husband ? And he is ill, too, but 
he will get well if he has me to love him and care for 
him. Yes, I will go.'' 

And Kaminee lay down to rest that night, repeat- 
ing to herself some words she had read in one of her 
husband's Christian books — 

'* Whither thou goest, I will go ; and where thou 
lodgest, I will lodge. Thy people shall be my people, 
and THY God my God." 
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CHAPTEK NINTH. 

When Kaminee awoke the next morning, her first 
thoughts turned to this new resolve to join her hus- 
band. She went over the matter again and again in 
her mind, and each time the resolve grew stronger. 
She longed to talk it over with some one in the house ; 
but who was there whom she could trust ? The grand- 
mother was much missed in the family, especially by 
her. The woman's side of the house, too, was un- 
usually dull ; for Nistarinee had persuaded her hus- 
band to let her go to her father's house, on a visit of 
three months, and she was not to return till after the 
Durga Puja. After considering the plan in all its 
aspects for nearly a fortnight, Kaminee ventured to 
impart it to Shoudaminee. One day, when they were 
sitting in the verandah, after having finished their 
usual morning work, Kaminee said — 

" Do you know, Shoudaminee, I have been thinking 
a great deal about the Christian religion that your 
brother-in-law now professes. You know he told Tha- 
koor Ma something of it that day she went to see him, 
and she told me what he had said. She also gave me 
a copy of the Christian Shastres, which she told me a 
Padri had given to her fifty years ago, when she paid 
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that wonderful visit to Ghmga Saogor. She gave this 
boc^ to her giandscHL when his father forbad him to 
read it ; he left it with her when he went away ; and 
now I have been reading it myself.'' 

" Have von ?" asked Shondaminee. " I have never 
seen yon read it ; when do yon find time ? ** 

'^ After yon have all gone to deep at night, I get 
ont my book and read. It is a most fascinating 
book ; I think I believe a great deal in it already." 

" Ah ! " said Shondaminee, " what wonld onr father- 
in-law say if he knew yon are conrageons enongh to 
read that book ? What would yon do, if he found 
yon ont?" 

" I don t know," said Kaminee, " bnt I love to read 
the book ; and I have been thinking that I shonld like 
to become a Christian myself." 

" Become a Christian yourself ! " returned Shonda- 
minee ; " how could yon do so ? Think what yon 
would have to give up; your father and mother, 
brother and sisters ; you would lose your caste and 
all your friends. Now, if I were to become a Chris- 
tian, and go and live with them, no one would care. 
I am an orphan, and my only brother has such a 
bad-tempered wife that I should never mind losing 
them. Gopal and Komodinee are my only treasures 
here." 

A bright thought struck Kaminee ; what if Shonda- 
minee would go with her 1 They would manage better 
in getting away, and she would take care that her 
sister-in-law was well cared for. She was longing to 
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see her husband ; and as she had said so much to 
Shoudaminee, she now determined to tell her the 
whole plan : so she said, rather timidly — 

" How do you think it would do, sister Shouda, if 
we were both to go to the Ohristians ? I long to learn 
more about their rehgion ; and you know the Babu 
has been ill ; and I am sure he would like me to go 
and nurse him : and you could live with us, and I 
think we should all be very happy. I must go, if 
you do not." 

Shoudaminee was bewildered by the thought. 
" What wiU our father-in-law say ? " were the first 
words she uttered. 

But the more she thought of it, the pleasanter it 
seemed. The idea of losing Kaminee altogether was 
unbearable. " Thakoor Ma dead I Kaminee gone 
to the Christians 1 Nistarinee away from home ! 
What would their part of the house be like ? '* The 
sisters sat long together discussing the question. 
Kaminee could not wait many days ; so she brought 
the conversation to a close by saying — 

" Well, sister, it is settled that we go, and take 
Gopal and Komodinee with us: I wiU see to the 
arrangements about our going." 

Day after day they talked together, and the plan 
seemed to grow more feasible. The time of their 
consultation was the hour or two which followed 
the morning meal. Mohendro's wife then generally 
went to sleep; and Komodinee and Hemlota were 
despatched down-stairs to play. They were long, 
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however, in reaching a full and mature decision. 
Shoudaminee was desirous that they should manage 
it entirely by themselves : Kaminee did not see how 
that could be done. Her view of the case prevailed ; 
and it was agreed that she should write to her hus- 
band, and bribe one of the women-servants to take 
the letter. 

The next day Kaminee called one of them, named 
Durgamonee, into her private room, and asked if she 
would undertake for her a private errand of great 
importance: promising that she should be amply 
rewarded, provided that she told the matter to no 
one else. The woman, partly by hanging back, and 
partly by skilful questioning, managed to learn the 
whole scheme. But Kaminee, though a little afraid 
and mortified that her entire plans were in the power 
of a third person, felt that it was best that her hus- 
band should also know them clearly. She ended by 
drawing from her jewel-box a massive gold bracelet 
which was to be the reward if the commission were 
faithfully executed. That afternoon an opportunity 
occurred. About five o'clock, Mohendro's wife, who 
was cooking her husband's evening meal, asked if 
there was any sugar in the house, as she wished to 
make some cakes. There was none; but Durga- 
monee offered to go and get some from the bazaar. 
The mistress agreed, and further suggested that she 
should go to a particular shop some distance on and 
buy Gopal some sweetmeats called Sondesh. " Don't 
be out after dark," she said, " and make the shopman 
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give the sugar cheap." Durgamonee ran quickly to 
her young mistress. 

"Now is the time," she said; "give me your 
letter." The letter was given; and Kaminee sat 
down in her own room in some excitement to reflect 
on what she had done. A half-prayer rose to the 
God whose religion she would soon profess, that He 
would help her scheme ; and would make all things 
straight for them, as He had done for her husband. 

In the meantime, Durgamonee went out and 
walked about rather idly in the bazaar, wondering at 
this new freak of the younger women in the house. 
" But what does it matter to me," she thought, " the 
bracelet is to be mine, if I do my work well. It will 
make my fortune : but I must be quick, or the dark- 
ness will catch me before I get home." 

i?he sugar and sweetmeats were bought after a full 
half-hour's bargaining; and then she proceeded to 
the missionary station, eating one of the sondeshes 
by the way. If her mistress thought that they 
were rather few, she had only to say that the shop- 
keeper was a hard man, that she was afraid of the 
sun setting, and could not stay to argue the matter 
to the end I 

The missionary station was soon discovered by a 
large building at the side of the high road known as 
the " Padri 8 School." 

Durgamonee asked the gatekeeper if a Babu of 
the name of Prosonno Kumar Chatterjee lived there. 
The doorkeeper answered " yes," and directed her to 
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go to the house near the school, and inquire there. 
Prosonno was just coming out of the doorway. He 
recognised her at once, went up to her, and eagerly 
iuquired how the family were. Durgamonee informed 
him of all that had recently happened, and asked him 
in return how he was getting on, and how he liked 
his change of life ; where he lived ; and what he ate 
and drank After extracting from him all the in- 
formation she wanted, she brought out the letter, and 
said, carelessly, " Here, Babu, is something for you; 
the new bride sent it by me." 

Taking it to his room, Prosonno read the letter, 
lost in thankfulness and wonder. Kaminee wishing 
to become a Christian ! She who had so abhorred 
everything connected with Christianity ! That she 
should be longing and seeking for it! That she 
should be wanting to see him again when he had 
fancied that she hated him I That his grandmother 
had died with the name of Jesus on her lips I That 
the wife of Surjo, who had been his greatest perse- 
cutor, should be wishing to joiu the Christians with 
her children I " Surely," he thought, " God's thoughts 
are not as oiu: thoughts ; neither are His;way8 as our 
ways." 

He had forgotten Durgamonee's presence altogether ; 
and it was only when she asked, " WeU, Babu, what 
am I to say ?" that he came to realities again. 

" Come with me, and I will give you the answer," 
he said as he led the way to the missionary's house. 
The missionary and his wife were truly glad, they 
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gave Prosonno abundant sympathy, and the lady was 
indulging in some pleasant castles about her future 
pupils, when the messenger reminded them that she 
must hasten home. 

So Durgamonee was told that " the two women and 
children were to be ready at seven o'clock the day 
after to-morrow. The missionary and Prosonno were 
to come and wait in a carriage at the end of the nar- 
row lane at the back of the house : Durgamonee was 
to let the women out by the side-door, and see them 
safely away.'' Durgamonee returned home quite elated 
with the information she had acquired, and at the 
speedy prospect of substantial wealth. The discus- 
sion about the sweetmeats was soon over ; and when 
her mother-in-law was busy with the cakes, Kaminee 
followed Durga into a quiet comer, and heard all that 
she had to tell. 

The next two days were strange ones to Kaminee. 
She longed for the hour of their departure, but felt 
afraid lest anything should happen to prevent it. 
She employed the afternoon in reading something 
out of the book of the Christians to Shoudaminee 
and talking to her about it. 

" Shoudaminee, must not this be the true Grod 
who says, VHim that cometh unto me I will in no 
wise cast out?' — *If any man thirst, let him come 
unto me and drink ?' How different are these words 
to those of Kali and Siva ! How pleasant it is to 
think that there is a God who loves us." And so 
they talked together, the younger telling the elder 
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of the things which her mind had long been studying; 
and both wondering what life among the Christians 
would be like. 

" Why, I have heard that the women are allowed 
to go out of their own houses without being thought 
wicked ; but we shall soon know all. I hope that our 
father-in-law wiU not discover it tiU we are safe away/* 

The wished-for hour at length arrived. Kaminee 
and Shoudaminee had spent the day as usual:, no 
suspicion had been raised. Durga had been some- 
times tempted to tell one of her fellow-servants, as 
the matter would have afforded a first-rate subject 
of gossip ; but the thought of the bracelet held her 
back. When the twilight was quickly fading into 
darkness, and Mohendro's wife had retired to pre- 
pare her husband's meal, Kaminee and her sister 
tied up their httle bundles. It was with beating 
hearts that they did so: and Kaminee's thoughts 
went back to that evening when her husband had 
talked with her before he went away. Soon Durga- 
monee hastened into her room and said — 

" Be quick ; the time has come. A carriage is at 
the bottom of the lane, and the Babu has waved a 
handkerchief out of the window." 

Shoudaminee was hastily called with the children, 
who wondered what was to happen; and they all 
slipped quietly down-stairs. The garden gate was- 
abeady open, and in less than a minute they were 
in the carriage. Durgamonee returned with the gold 
bracelet in her hand; and she began inventing all 
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kinds of falsehoods in case any one should tax her 
with assisting the affair. 

It was with strange feelings that Prosonno beheld 
his wife after their two years' separation. He wanted 
to see if she was changed ; but that was out of the 
question at present, for both the women kept their 
faces closely veiled. Kaminee perhaps would have 
spoken if it had not been for the presence of the 
missionary. The conversation was kept up between 
Prosonno and Gopal, who was greatly excited with 
the novelty of his journey. He remembered his 
uncle well, and amused him on the way by giving 
his version of the family news. 

The strangers were taken at once to Ram Doyal's 
house, where the missionary's wife was waiting with 
Suseela to welcome them. Long and pleasant were 
the communings of husband and wife together over 
the story of the last two years ; Kaminee had to tell 
of the growth of her faith, her convictions, and her 
peace. Prosonno also had to describe his Christian 
life and the Christian religion. **It is written in 
the Bible," said Prosonno, " there was once a#good 
old man, who, when appealing to his people against 
idolatry, declared : ' As for me and my house, we 
will serve the Lord.' Let that be the rule of our life 
here, and I am sure that we shall be blessed." 

A few weeks were spent at Ram Doyal's, where 
Suseela did her best to secure their comfort. Kaminee 
felt herself at home much sooner than Shoudaminee, 
but that was natural, as she had her husband to 
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consult where anything needed to be explained. 
One thing that struck them both was the treatment 
of the women. Among the Christians, women (they 
saw) were considered capable of something more than 
being good cooks. They were greatly pleased that 
the missionary's wife had engaged herself to teach 
them for an hour a day. Prosonno, in the meantime, 
was diligently preparing their new home, and it was 
soon ready to be occupied. 

The evening that Kaminee and Shoudaminee had 
left their Hindu home, Mohendro returned to the 
house unusually tired and downcast, and said to his 
wife, "I do not know what is to become of lis. 
Chondro Kumar has been gambling, and has suffered 
several losses : our money is fast being spent : what 
with that apostate's behaviour, and the expenses that 
fell on us at that time ; what with Surjo's funeral, 
my pilgrimage, Thakoor Ma's Sraddha, and the 
putting on of Gopal's Poita, we cannot hold out 
much longer. Hemlota is not married, and there 
seems little chance of her being so." His wife, who 
dreadfed her husband's temper, told him he was in 
low spirits, and tried to enhven him by an unusually 
good supper, and telling him the gossip of the day. 
The next morning the house seemed remarkably 
quiet. No voices of children sounded in the courts 
of the house, and the younger women had disappeared. 
Mohendro's wife went to Shoudaminee's room, but to 
her horror found it empty. The house was searched, 
but neither women nor children could be found 
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None could imagine whither they had gone; but 
Nobo, who called to mind his conversation with 
Kaminee, declared his suspicion that they too had 
joined the hated Christians. The family distress 
was great ; not so much on account of the women, 
as for Gopal, the only grandson of the house, their 
eldest son's only boy. Mohendro at first raged and 
stormed; then he shed bitter tears; and almost 
poured curses on the gods for the evils that they 
had suffered so often to enter his habitation. Nobo 
proposed to go to the magistrate; but his father, 
fearful of another heavy expense, which was almost 
sure to be fruitless, suggested that he should make 
only private inquiries. He did so; but returned 
disappointed. " Gopal being an orphan and not of 
age, his mother had fuU right to keep him." Durga- 
monee had been so zealous in the search that no one 
suspected her of conniving at their escape. At last 
a strange thing came to hght. In the course of the 
day, while Mohendro's wife was looking over Kami- 
nee s room and possessions, she came upon a book 
that looked old and worn. She carried it straight 
to her husband. He recognised it, though he had 
seen it but once, and that nearly fifty years ago. It 
was the New Testament, the gift of the Christian 
missionary at Saugor I He gave it in faith, not 
knowing where the seed of the word might fall. 
For forty years it lay silent and hidden, but it had 
fallen at length on good ground ; and when it sprang 
up, it had borne fruit a hundredfold. 

<4 
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It was a lovely Sabbath morning; and all nature 
seemed rejoicing in the return of the day of rest. 
The grass and trees looked fresh and green, after the 
soft showers of the previous night; a light breeze 
poured music through the boughs of the feathery fir- 
trees, and the early sunshine rested lovingly on the 
reviving earth ; typical of the sunshine on many hearts 
in the mission station, that awoke that morning full 
of joy and thankfulness. 

The missionary and his wife began their day with 
special prayer for a blessing on all their Sabbath 
work, and chiefly for those who were for the first 
time to confess their faith in Christ; for in their 
little church that day, Kaminee and her sister-in-law 
were both to be baptized. 

It was now two months since they had first come 
among the Christian community; and during that 
time, it had been Prosonno's delight to teach his 
beloved wife the full truth of that blessed religion 
into which she had begun to inquire. The mission- 
ary's wife had had several long conversations both 
with her and Shoudaminee, especially the latter, as 
she naturally felt more lonely than her sister in her 
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new circumstaiices ; and her gentle kindness had at 
last succeeded in dispelling a great deal of the stran- 
ger's shyness, and in winning her confidence. She did 
not even know so much of Christianity as Kaminee ; 
but what she had learned from her sister had won 
her love, and made her wish to be a Christian. 

As for Prosonno and Kaminee, it would have 
been hard to say which was the happier of the two. 
Kaminee's doubts had given way before the argu- 
ments set before her by her husband, both by words 
and by example ; and now her prayer was, that she 
might daily grow in love to the Saviour who had 
first loved her. Prosonno again had that morning 
to give thanks with a full heart to the God who had 
heard his prayers, and brought his wife to him, to 
be (what He always intends a wife shall be) a loving 
companion to her husband, and a faithful helper in 
every good word and work. And he was not alone 
in his joy. He had by this time many Christian 
friends, and they all shared his happiness, especially 
his friend Earn Doyal, who had cheered him with his 
Ibving sympathy, through the long weary months of 
hope deferred. 

Kaminee and her sister, as we have said before, 
were to be baptized in the little native church 
belonging to the station. Young men, when they 
embraced Christianity, were usually baptized in the 
English church at some little distance from the 
station, that the English friends who helped to sup- 
port the mission might have the gratification of 
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witnessing the ceremony; but women preferred, ^nd 
their Christian friends preferred for them, the more 
private service of the native church near to their 
own homes. 

The service was to begin at ten o'clock; but a 
little before that hour Shoudaminee entered the mis- 
sionary's house, and asked to see the lady. After a 
kind welcome, she said, — 

" Ma*am, I have brought you Gopal'a poita. He 
had it given him only a short time ago ; but I have 
persuaded him to let me take it off this morning; 
and now I bring it to you, as a sign that I will try 
to bring him up as a Christian." 

The missionary's wife was much pleased with this 
act, coming, as it did, from the woman herself ; for 
she knew what a sacrifice of feeling it must have 
cost her, and she said kindly, — 

" May God give you strength and wisdom to do 
so, my dear Shoudaminee. When Jesus came to 
this world, He showed special kindness to little chil- 
dren, and He loves them still. He will surely smile 
on your efforts to teach your little ones of His love ; 
and to train them up in His service.'' 

At the appointed horn- of worsliip, the little sanc- 
tuary was full. Kaminee was seated on the women's 
side of the church, near her friend Suseela ; and the 
missionary's wife sat not far off with Shoudaminee. 
They had often attended Christian public worship 
before, but Kaminee had not ceased to be impressed 
with the beauty and simplicity of its order. Hjonns 
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of praise to God were sung in pure, simple Bengalee, 
such as all could understand; one or two chapters 
from the Bible were read; and prayers offered, thank- 
ing God for all His kindness to the people, and ask- 
ing Him for all the good they needed, both for this 
life and for the next. The special circumstances 
under which they met that day were not forgotten. 
The missionary prayed earnestly that the two who 
were now to devote themselves to the Saviour, might 
be kept faithful unto death, and that they might 
be the first-fruits of a large in-gathering of the 
daughters of India to the Church of Jesus Christ. 
Then he read a few words from the Holy Book, and 
explained and enforced the lessons they were meant 
to teach. Last came the holy rite of baptism. The 
two women stood up in front of the congregation. 
The missionary asked whether it was their hearty 
desire to renounce Hinduism, and to embrace the 
religion of Jesus Christ: and on their replying, *^ We 
do wish it," they received the sign of pure water in 
token of their trust in Him, whose blood purifies the 
heart from all ' sin. The missionary then prayed to 
God that His blessing, love, and peace might remain 
with them then and always ; and the congregation 
dispersed to their homes. 

Prosonno and Kaminee, with her sister, returned 
to Kam DoyaVs house after the service. He and his 
wife were to go to their own the next day. It was 
his wish not to enter it till his wife had been baptized, 
that it might be from the beginning consecrated as a 
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Christian home, in which ihey should daily ask Grod 
to dwell. 8houdaminee had a little house near them 
where she was to live with her children, and in which 
she looked forward on the morrow, cheerfully and 
hopefully, to b^in her new life. 

Next day Shoudaminee, as she had promised the 
missionary's wife, sent her boy to the school belong- 
ing to the mission, and came herself to the girls' 
school, to spend an hour or two in learning to read, 
write, and do needlework. She had often visited it 
before, to watch what was going on among the girls ; 
but the instruction she had received had generally 
been given out of school hours. Now, as her life 
among Christians had become more natural and 
familiar, she was willing to come regularly to the- 
school, and learn with the girls. 

The school, which was under the care of the mis- 
sionary's wife, with a native Christian woman to help 
her in teaching, was held in two rooms of the mis- 
sion-house ; and it was a cheerful sight that greeted 
Shoudaminee as she entered it -that morning. In 
one room the elder girls, with their clean white 
sarees, and smoothly parted hair, were seated on 
benches, round a table, with the missionary's wife; 
while the little ones in the other room were seated 
on the floor round the native teacher. At that hour 
she gave them their daily Bible lessons, telling them 
a Bible story, and asking them about some that they 
already knew. The lady smiled kindly on Shouda- 
minee, and beckoned her to a seat at her side, while 
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the girls read a chapter from the Bible. She ques- 
tioned them on its facts, and explained its meaning, 
that they might remember and get good from what 
they read. Shoudaminee listened attentively. She 
was pleased and interested by what she heard, and 
a great deal of it was quite new to her, for she had 
heard but little of the Bible hitherto ; and when the 
lesson was over, the missionary's wife felt greatly en- 
couraged by her expressions of interest and pleasure. 
After that the lady found a little time to give a 
special lesson to herseK in reading ; and as she was 
attentive and anxious to improve, the time of instruc- 
tion passed very pleasantly to them both. 

Kaminee, too, found learning pleasant work, now 
that she had her husband to teach her. She had no 
longer to make a secret of her wish and thirst for 
knowledge ; he found as much pleasure in teaching 
her, as she had in learning, so that she made rapid 
progress ; and with her household occupations of 
keeping her house in order and preparing her hus- 
band's meals, (which duty she resumed on entering 
her own house,) her time passed very quickly and 
happily away. 

It was some weeks after this, that Prosonno went 
one evening to a native chapel, with the missionary, 
to hear him preach to a heathen congregation. He 
was hoping, at some future time, to be specially set 
apart for the work of preaching to his countrymen ; 
and he was endeavouring, by listening to the mission- 
ary's sermons, to gather hints as to the best mode of 
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effective ppeaching. On his return, he met Nobo, 
who was taMng a walk in that direction, and per- 
suaded him to pay a visit to Kaminee and himself 
in their new home. He was much pleased with the 
comfort and order of its arrangements ; and Kaminee 
was very glad to see him again. " I am so glad you 
came, Nobo," she said to him, "that you may see 
how happy we are here. Since I became a Christian, 
I have been quite content." 

" Yes," replied Nobo, " a woman is always happy 
with her husband. She has nothing to leave in com- 
parison with him ; but with us men it is very different. 
I could not be happy as a Christian, now, with all I 
should have to give up." 

" Oh, I wish I could persuade you to try it ! " ex- 
claimed Prosonno. " We are so happy now that we 
are of one heart and mind. I give Kaminee a lesson 
every day, not only about religion, but on many other 
subjects, and she is an apt scholar. What a mistake 
it is that so many of our countrywomen should be 
left to grow up in ignorance." 

" Perhaps it is," said Nobo ; " but don't you think 
that learning much would make them neglect their 
household duties ? " 

" Why," answered Prosonno, smiling, " you have 
just been admiring the arrangement of our house, 
which is all Kaminee's doing ; and for further answer, 
I wish you could come and taste her curries now. 
They seem to me to be better than ever." 

Both the brothers were silent for a few moments. 
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This little speech, trivial as it was, had made them 
feel what a cruel barrier Hinduism placed between 
those who were in many respects very near and dear 
to each other, a barrier so strong that one brother 
could not accept even the simplest hospitality from 
the other, without breaking one of the first rules of 
his religion. 

After a pause Nobo said, " Well, perhaps you are 
right ; I confess I wish sometimes I could be a Chris- 
tian myself, but I cannot/' 

" Why not, brother ?" asked Prosonno. 

" I could never give up everything, as you did. 
Besides, now that Chondro is so extravagant, I am 
the only comfort our father has. It would break his 
heart if I left him. I dare not even tell him that I 
have been to see you.'' 

" How I wish I could see him ! " exclaimed Pro- 
sonno. '' Is he much altered since I saw him ?" 

" Yes, he looks much older and sadder now. He 
has had many anxieties lately;" and Nobo related 
the vain attempt they had made to get Hemlota mar- 
ried. Then followed a long talk about family affairs. 
Prosonno made Nobo tell him every little particular 
he could think of, and eagerly asked so may questions 
that no one who might have heard the conversation 
could have thought for a moment that Christianity 
had at all lessened his love for his own people. Nay, 
it had even strengthened and deepened his affection. 
Then, it was Nobo's turn to ask questions. He in- 
quired after Shoudaminee and her children, who by 
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this time were there to answer for themselves, as 
Kaminee had gone, while the brothers were talking, 
to fetch them in. Little Gopal was delighted to see 
his uncle, of whom he had always been very fond. 
He inmiediately entered into a long story of his 
doings, his school, his playmates, and his new books. 
At last Nobo regretfully rose to go, but not before his 
brother had made him promise to come and see them 
as often as he could. 

Not long after Nobo's visit, Bam Doyal came home 
from office one day, and said to his wife — 

" Suseela, do you know if your friend Shoudaminee 
would be willing to luarry again, if she hadagood 
opportunity?" 

" No, I have never spoken to her about it * But 
what makes you ask ? Have you found a husband 
for her?" 

" Well, there is my friend Pran Kissen Haldar. 
The last time he came to see me, Shoudaminee was 
here talking to you, and he saw her. He asked me 
to-day whether I thought she would be willing to 
marry him. He is a Christian, as you know, and a 
brahmin. As she has so lately become a Christian, 
she might not like to marry a man of any other caste. 
Besides, he is a very good man, and, I am sure, 
would make her a good husband. He has a good 
salary too. I wish you would see what she says to it." 

" I wiU go and see her to-morrow," said Suseela, 
" and ask her about it. K she is willing to see him 
again, he can come and pay us a visit." 
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Suseela went accordingly the next day, and found 
Shoudaminee just returned from the school. She 
told her all that her husband had said ; but Shouda- 
minee rephed — 

"Why should I think about being married? I 
have my two children to think of and care for ; what 
do I want more ? If I am a Christian, that is no 
reason why I should marry again." 

" No, of course not," said Suseela ; " but you know 
Christianity allows widows to marry again, if they 
wish to do so, and some that have married since they 
became Christians are very happy. Why should not 
you?" 

" Because I don't like it. Gopal will be old 
enough to earn money in a few years, and he will 
always be good to his mother, I hiow. Till then, I 
shall do very well as I am." 

" Yes, you will always be happy here, I am sure. 
Our lady says, she would like you to be married if 
you thought it would make you happier; but you 
must do just as you please about it." 

" Then let your husband tell his friend I had rather 
not see him. I do not wish to be married.' But it 
was kind of you to come and see me, and teU me 
about it ; you must always be my friend." 

" Yes, that I wiU ; good-bye." So saying, she went 
home to tell her husband the result of the conversa- 
tion. Nobo highly approved of his sister's decision 
when he heard of it. He often came to see his 
brother when he could do so without his father's 



252 THEIR HAPPY HOUSEHOLD. 

knowledge ; and always received a hearty welcome. 
But he still remained undecided on the subject of 
religion. He knew the truth, and believed it in his 
heart ; but he was doing what so many of his class in 
India are doing now — ^halting between two opinions. 
As he had confessed to his brother, he could not 
make up his mind to become a Christian, and to give 
up everything for the truth; and so he never pos- 
sessed the settled repose of mind that Prosonno and 
Kaminee enjoyed. As they had told him, now that 
they were of one heart, they were very happy ; and 
before long their happiness was increased by the birth 
of a son, whom they hoped to train up as God should 
give them grace, to be His faithM servant till his 
life's end. Kaminee and her husband were very 
proud of their little treasure, and great was the re- 
joicing among their friends at the happy event. 

" See how God has blessed us, my Kaminee," Pro- 
sonno said to his wife. " He taught me to know 
His truth, and to believe in it, and when I had 
almost given up hoping for it. He gave you back to 
me, a Christian wife: now He has completed our joy 
with this new blessing." 

Prosoimo was holding his child in his arms, and 
as Kaminee kissed her Httle darling, she said — 

" Yes, He has indeed been good to us. Let us thank 
Him for it ! " And then Prosonno prayed with her, 
that God would ever keep them thankful for aU His 
love, and long spare them and their child to each 
other, that they might live together a loving, happy 
Christian family. 
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Here we must leave our friends. We have fol- 
lowed some of them, through the mazes of Hinduism, 
into the straight but pleasant path of Christian life 
that leads to life everlasting. May many of the 
natives of India be induced to follow their example, 
to leave their dumb idols for the worship of the one 
living and true God ! May He give them courage 
to cast aside the shackles that so long have held 
them, to profess what they beUeve in their hearts to 
be the truth, and to enrol themselves in the small 
but noble band of those to whom our Saviour has 
given the promise:— -*^ Verily, I say unto you, there 
is no man that hath left house, or parents, or brethren, 
or wife, or children, for the kingdom of God's sake, 
who shall not receive manifold more in this present 
time, and in the world to come life everlasting ! " 
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